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THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 


Ever  the  Winds  of  ths  World  fare  forth 

(Oh,  listen  ye!  Ah,  listen  ye.'). 
East  and  West,  and  South  and  North, 
Shuttles  weaving  back  and  forth 

Amid  the  u,it>!     (Oh,  Uaten  ye!) 
Can  sightless  touch— can  vision  Iceen 
Hunt  where  the  Winds  of  the  World  have  been 
And  searching,  learn  what  rumors  mean? 

(Nay,  ye  who  are  wise!   Nay,  listen  yel) 
When  trades  are  crossed  and  scent  is  stale, 
'Tis  roots  who  shout— the  fast  who  fail! 

But  wise  men  harlcen— Listen  ye! 

^  Yasmini's  Sono. 


The  Winds  of  the  World 


CHAPTER  I 

A  WATEBT  July  sun  was  hurrying  to- 
i^ward  a  Punjab  sky-line,  as  if  weary  of 
squandering  his  strength  on  men  who  did  not 
mind,  and  resentful  of  the  unexplainable— 
a  rainy-weather  field-day.    The  cold  steel 
and  khaki  of  native  Indian  cavalry  at  at- 
tention gleamed  motionless  between  British 
infantry  and  two  batteries  of  horse  artil- 
lery.   The  only  noticeable  sound  was  the 
voice  of  a  general  officer,  that  rose  and  fell 
explaining  and  asserting  pride  in  his  com- 
mand, but  saying  nothing  as  to  the  why  of 
exercises  in  the  mud.    Nor  did  he  mention 
why  the  censorship  was  in  full  force.    He 
did  not  say  a  word  of  Germany,  or  Belgium. 
In  front  of  the  third  squadron  from  the 
right,  Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh  aat  his 
charger  like  a  big  bronze  statue.   He  would 
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have  stooped  to  see  his  right  spur  better, 
that  shone  in  spite  of  mud,  for  though  he 
has  been  a  man  these  five-and-twenty  years, 
Ranjoor  Singh  has  neither  lost  his  boyhood 
love  of  such  things,  nor  intends  to;  he  has 
been  accused  of  wearing  solid  silver  spurs 
in  bed.  But  it  hurt  him  to  bend  much,  after 
a  day's  hard  exercise  on  a  horse  such  as  he 
rode. 

Once— in  a  rock-strewn  gully  where  the 
whistling  Himalayan  wind  was  Acting  Anti- 
septic-of-the-Day— a  young  surgeon  had 
taken  hurried  stitches  over  Ranjoor  Singh's 
ribs  without  probing  deep  enough  for  an 
Afghan  bullei;  that  bullet  burned  after  a 
long  day  in  the  saddle.  And  Bagh  was— 
as  the  big  brute's  name  implied— a  tiger  of 
a  horse,  unweakened  even  by  monsoon 
weather,  and  his  habit  was  to  spring  with 
terrific  suddenness  when  hi^  rider  moved  on 
him. 

So  Ranjoor  Singh  sat  still.  He  was  will- 
ing to  eat  agony  at  any  time  for  the  squad- 
ron's sake— for  a  squadron  of  Outram's  Own 
is  a  unity  to  marvel  at,  or  envy;  and  its 
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leader  a  man  to  be  forgiven  spurs  a  half- 
mch  longer  than  the  regulation.  As  a  sol- 
dier, however,  he  was  careful  of  himself 
when  occasion  offered. 

Sikh-soldier-wise,  he  preferred  Bagh  to 
all  other  horses  in  the  world,  because  it  had 
needed  persuasion,  much  stroking  of  a  black 
beard-to  hide  anxiety-and  many  a  secret 
night-nde-to  sweat  the  brute's  savageir- 
before  the  colonel-sahib  could  be  made  to 
see  his  virtues  as  a  charger  and  accept  him 
into  the  regiment.    Sikh-wise,  he  loved  all 
things  that  expressed  in  any  way  his  own 
unconquerable  fire.    Most  of  all,  however, 
he  loved  the  squadron ;  there  was  no  woman 
nor  anything  between  him  and  D  Squadron ;' 
but  Bagh  came  next. 

Spurs  were  not  needed  when  the  general 
ceased  speaking,  and  the  British  colonel  of 
Outoam's  Own  shouted  an  order.  Bagh 
brute  energy  beneath  hand-polished  hair 
and  plastered  dirt,  sprang  like  a  loosed  Hell- 
tantrum,  and  his  rider's  lips  drew  tight  over 
clenched  teeth  as  he  mastered  self,  agony 
and  horse  in  one  man's  effort.  Fight  how 
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he  would,  heel,  tooth  and  eye  all  flashing, 
Bagh  was  forced  to  hold  his  rightful  place 
in  front  of  the  squadron,  precisely  the 
right  distance  behind  the  last  supernumer- 
ary of  the  squadron  next  in  front. 

Line  after  rippling  line,  all  Sikhs  of  the 
true  Sikh  baptism  except  for  the  eight  of 
their  officers  who  were  European,  Outram's 
Own  swept  down  a  living  avenue  of  British 
troops;  and  neither  gunners  nor  infantry 
could  see  one  flaw  in  them,  although  picking 
flaws  in  native  regiments  is  almost  part  of 
the  British  army  officer's  religion. 

To  the  blare  of  military  music,  through 
a  bog  of  their  own  mixing,  the  Sikhs  trotted 
for  a  mile,  then  drew  into  a  walk,  to  bring 
the  horses  into  barracks  cool  enough  for 
watering. 

They  reached  stables  as  the  sun  dipped 
under  the  near-by  acacia  trees,  and  while 
the  black-bearded  troopers  scraped  and 
rubbed  the  mud  from  weary  horses,  Banjoor 
Singh  went  through  a  task  whose  form  at 
least  was  part  of  his  very  life.  He  could 
imagine  nothing  less  than  death  or  active 
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service  that  could  keep  him  from  inspecting 
every  horse  in  the  squadron  b«.fore  he  ate 
or  drank,  or  as  much  as  washov  himself 

But,  although  the  day  had  been  a  hard 
one  and  the  strain  on  the  horses  more  than 
ordinary,  his  examination  now  was  so  per- 
functory  that   the   squadron   gaped;   the 
troopers  signaled  with  their  eyes  as  he 
passed,  little  more  than  glancing  at  each 
horse.   Ahnost  before  his  back  had  vanished 
at  the  stable  entrance,  wonderment  burst 
into  words. 

''For  the  third  time  he  does  thus!" 
"See!    My  beast  overreached,  and  he 
passed  without  detecting  it  I    Does  the  sun 
set  the  same  way  still?" 

"I  have  noticed  that  he  does  thus  each 
time  after  a  field-day.  What  is  the  connec- 
tion! A  field-day  in  the  rains-a  general 
oflBcer  talking  to  us  afterward  about  the 
Sat,  as  if  a  Sikh  does  not  understand  the 
Salt  better  than  a  British  general  knows 
Bng^^sh-and  our  risaldar-major  neglecting 
the  horses— is  there  a  connection ?" 

"Aye.    What  is  aU  this?    We  worked 
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no  harder  in  the  ,var  against  the  Chitralia. 
There  is  something  in  my  bones  that  speaka 
of  war,  when  I  listen  for  a  while  I" 

"War!  Hear  him,  brothers!  Talk  is 
talk,  but  there  will  be  no  war  until  India 
grows  too  fat  to  breathe— unless  the  past  be 
remembered  and  we  make  one  for  our- 
selves!" 


There  was  silence  for  a  while,  if  a  change 
of  sounds  is  silence.  The  Delhi  mud  sticks 
at.  tight  as  any,  and  the  kneading  of  it  from 
out  of  horsehair  taxes  most  of  a  trooper's 
energy  and  full  attention.  Then,  the  East 
being  the  East  in  all  things,  a  solitary 
trooper  picked  up  the  scent  and  gave  tongue, 
as  a  true  hound  guides  the  pack. 

"Who  is  ahef"  he  wondered,  loud  enough 
for  fifty  men  to  hear. 

From  out  of  a  cloud  of  horse-dust,  where 
a  stable  helper  on  probation  combed  a 
tangled  tail,  came  one  word  of  swift  enlight- 
enment. 

"Yasmini!" 

"Ah-h-h-hl" 
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In  a  second  the  whole  squadron  was  by 
the  ears,  and  the  stable-helper  was  the  Zter 

Nay,  sahibs.  I  but  foUowed  him.  and 

roL  ^J  ^*  ""  ^"PP«°«d-  I  took  that 
road  and  he  stepped  out  of  a  tikka-ghTH 
at  her  door.  An,  I  blind*  Do  I  not  W 
i!f  ^"^'l    Does  not  everybody  WuT 

a!^;rBut'i'^°"'''™''^^^^^«^- 

again  f  But-  -does  a  moth  fly  only  onw  to 
the  lamp-flamef  Does  a  drunkard  Tirl 
but  once?  By  the  Guru,  nayf  Marmv 
tongue  parch  in  my  throat  if  I  sa^Z  i7l 
dnmkardf  I  said-I  meant  to  say-^I" 
tl  "  '''^""^"^'  -'i  he  having  been  To  L' 
—whither  goec  he  I"  ^ 

So  the  squadron  chose  a  sub-committee 
of  mquiry,  seven  strong,  that  beingTTuek; 

ments  of  the  risaldar-major  were  reported 
oBe  by  one  to  the  squadron  with  the  in&Tte 

iess  to  all  save  Easterns. 
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Fifteen  minutes  after  he  had  left  hia 
quarters,  no  longer  in  khaki  uniform,  but 
dressed  as  a  Sikh  gentleman,  the  whole 
squadron  knew  the  color  of  his  undershirt, 
also  that  he  had  hired  a  tikha-gharri,  and 
that  his  only  weapon  was  the  ornamental 
dagger  that  a  true  Sikh  wears  twisted  in  his 
hair.   One  after  one,  five  other  men  reported 
him  nearly  all   the   way  through   Delhi 
through  the  Chandni  Chowk— where  the  last 
man  but  one  nearly  lost  him  in  the  evening 
crowd— to  the  narrow  place  where,  with  a 
bend   in    the    street    to    either    hand,    ia 
Yasmini's. 

The  last  man  watched  him  through  Yas- 
mini's outer  door  and  up  the  lower  stairs 
before  hurrying  back  to  the  squadron.  And 
a  little  later  on,  being  almost  as  inquisitive 
as  they  were  careful  for  their  major,  the 
squadron  delegated  other  men,  in  mufti  to 
watch  for  him  at  the  foot  of  Yasmini's 
stairs,  or  as  near  to  the  foot  as  might  be,  and 
see  him  safely  home  again  if  they  had  to 
fight  all  Asia  on  the  way. 

These  men  had  some  money  with  them 
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and    weapons    hidden    underneath    their 
clothes;  for,  having  betted  largely  on  tt 

trooper   and  trouble  everlasting  had  pre 
served  him  from  promotion    "Bnt^ 

It  was  Tej  Singh,  not  .«fiven  to  talking  as 
a  nde.  Who  voiced  the  general  opinio"' 
Now      \'''  ^""^  °"  *^«  *^^«t  of  things 

of  field  exercises  during  the  monsoon,^^ 

our  horses  up  to  the  belly  in  blue  mud     The 
winds  of  all  the  world  blow  into  YasmiS! 

"luing  at  all  of  women— and  that  i=  +^ 
danger.    But  he  can  listen  to"  e  ^V,u^^ 

too.   I  smell  happenings  I" 

Those  three  words  comprised  the  whole 
of  It.   The  squadron  spent  most  of  the  mght 
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whispering,  dissecting,  analjzing,  subdivid- 
ing, weighing,  guessing  at  that  smell  of  hap- 
penmgs,  while  its  risaldar-major,  thinking 
his  secret  all  his  own,  investigated  nearer  to 
its  source. 


for  a  storm  that  tore  the  trees  f 

Have  you  watched  loot-hungry  Faithful 
ProMtn^  ABah  an  their  knZf 

When  the  moon  slipped  out  of  sight, 
inm  root  fall  tn  the  night  f 


^"■*I^Wi^-^\' 


CHAPTER  II 

Y^SMINI  bears  a  reputation  that  in- 
X  dudes  her  gift  for  dancing  and  her  skill 
in  song,  but  is  not  bounded  thereby  Her 
stairs  illustrated  it-the  two  flights  of  steep 
winding  stairs  that  lead  to  her  bewildering 
reception-floor;  they  seem  to  have  been 
designed  to  take  men's  breath  away,  and  to 
deliver  them  at  the  top  defenseless. 

But  Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh 
mounted  them  with  scarcely  an  effort,  as  a 
man  who  could  master  Bagh  well  might,  and 
at  the  top  his  middle-aged  back  was  straight 

lights  did  not  distract  him;  so  he  did  not 
make  the  usual  mistake  of  thinking  that  the 
Loveliness  who  met  him  was  Yasmini. 

Yasmini  likes  to  make  her  first  impre^ 
sion  of  the  evening  on  a  man  just  as  he 
comes  from  making  an  idiot  of  himself;  so 
the  maid  who  curtsies  in  the  stair-head  maze 
o£  mirrored  lights  has  been  trained  to  imi- 
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tate  her.    But  Ranjoor  Singh  flipped  the 
girl  a  coin,  and  it  jingled  at  her  feet. 

^e  maid  ceased  bowing,  too  insulted  to 
retort.    The  piece  of  silver-she  would  have 
.   cooped  for  gold,  just  as  surely  as  she  would 
have  recognized  its  ring-lay  where  it  feU. 
Ranjoor  Singh  stepped  forward  toward  a 
glass-bead  curtain  through  which  a  soft  light 
shone,  and  an  unexpected  low  laugh  greeted 
^m    It  was  merry,  mocking,  musical-and 
something  more.    There  was  wisdom  hidden 
m   if^masquerading   as   frivolity;    some- 
where too,  there  was  villainy-villainy  that 
she  who  laughed  knew  all  about  and  found 
more  mteresting  than  a  play. 

Then  suddenly  the  curtain  parted,  and 
Yasmim  blocked  the  way,  standing  with 
arms^read  wide  to  either  door-post,  smil- 
ing at  hun;  and  Ranjoor  Singh  had  to  stop 
and  stare  whether  it  suited  him  or  not 

^at  India  is  full  of  tales  about  her,  from  the 
Himalayas  to  Cape  Comorin.     In  a  land 
where  twelve  is  a  marriageable  age,  a  woman 
need  not  live  to  thirty  to  be  talk;d  about 
14 
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help  her  defy  «.?        ^"^^^^  youth  to 
been  Banioor  SinliT.  ^®  ™'^^*  ^ave 

%ht  placed  Lt^^t^^^^^  for  the 

DO  move  to  admit  him     -Mv  r         ""^^ 

thattr^^ra:.^rr«^^^^^^^^^^ 

is  mistress  of  so^.!    '  '^'*"'"  ^^^^i^i 

^ayonecanXeTihT^"  *'^*  «•- 
be  understood  ^'"  ^'''^^  '^^  ^^t 

I  am  a  soIdiAi- "  »_ 

I  am  a  statesman  '  sai/i  +i,„    • 
babul  A  Sikh  ia  =  T  * .;  *®  viceroy's 

15 
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did  he  bow  low  as  «he  intended.  She  forgot 
perhaps,  that  on  a  previous  occasion  he  had 
seen  ^      3^,,^,  ^  ^^,^  he  had 

iead  and  run  with  it  into  the  room,  t"  tte 
»an's  sweating  shame.  He  kicked  his  shoes 
off  calmly  and  waited  as  a  man  waits  1 

were  like  dark  jewels,  only  no  jewels  in  the 
r     ..T   ^^"^'^    «•    wonderfully,    he 

ine  S'      "'^^""°^^'''^«««Htu^- 
S;het;^*™^«'*«''««^onhi;and 

Now  he  had  only  a  back  view  of  her  but 

r'   aVTet  "^^'!f '  -^«  -t  together  by 
music  ^  ^'°^'  ^^'^y  to  ^e 

16 
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tie  wall.-  ,„7l.^-j^"''  """*"»"  'round 

Then,  what  do  you  want  here?" 
Ihat  question  was  sheer  impudence   Tt« 
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a  reason  for  his  visit;  otherwise  it  would  be 
impossible  to  hold  a  salon  and  be  a  power  in 
poitics,  in  a  land  where  politics  run  deep, 
but  where  men  do  not  admit  openly  to  whi^ 
party  hey  belong.  But  Yasmini  represent 
he  spm  of  the  Old  East,  sweeter  than  a 
lose  and  wice  as  tempting-with  a  poisoned 

Lr  T'"    "^^  ""'''  ^««  *^«  Ne%.  East. 
1^1  K  T  "^  "  middle-aged  Sikh  officer 
taught  by  Young  England. 
He  annoyed  her. 

Ranjoor  Singh's  answer  was  to  seat  him- 
self  wuh  a  dignity  the  West  has  yet  to  learn, 
on  a  long  divan  against  the  wall  that  gave 

resTof  1  '""  "'  *'^  '''''''"^  ^"'^  ^"  the 
rest  of  the  room,  wmdow  included.  Instantly 

Yasmim  flung  herself  on  the  oth..-  end  o^  it 
and  lay  face  downward,  with  her  chin  res^ 
lag  on  both  hands. 

She  studied  his  face  intently  for  sixty 
seconds,  and  it  very  seldom  takes  her  thai 

past,  and  make  arrangements  for  his  future 
If  she  thinks  him  worth  her  while. 
/18 
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the  end  of  her  scrutiny. 

Ranjoor  Singh  seemed  not  to  hear  her ;  he 
was  watching  other  men  who  entered,  and 
listemng  to  the  sound  of  yet  others  on  the 
stexrs.  No  other  Sikh  came  in,  .or  more 
than  one  of  any  other  caste  or  tribe;  yet  he 
counted  thirty  men  in  half  as  many  minutes. 

l„-4  ;.?/''"  "^  "  buffalo!"  she  said  at 
last,- but  If  Eanjoor  Singh  was  interested  in 
her  thoughts  he  forgot  to  admit  it. 

A  dozen  more  men  entered,  and  t\e  air 
already  heavy,  grew  thick  with  tobacco' 
smoke  mmghng  with  the  smoke  of  sandal- 
wood that  floated  back  and  forth  in  layers 
as  the  punkahs  swung  lazily.     Outside, 

l!f  "^w '^'^  '"^  "'^"'^^  ^'  "igbt  air 
but  the  hot  air  from  inside  hurried  out  to 
meet  the  cool,  and  none  of  the  cool  came  in. 
ihe  noise  of  rain  became  depressing  until 
Yasmim  made  a  signal  to  her  maids  and  they 
started  to  make  music. 

Then  Yasmini  caught  a  new  sound  on 
the  stairs,  and  swiftly,  instantly,  instead  of 
19 
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ieard  it  too.  So  21  ""^  *^'*  ^«  ^^^^ 
">ent  had  co«»e  an^W  h""*  ""  ''  '""^^*«°- 
ia  its  wake.  ^^  ^''*'"^^t  disillusion 

The  glass-bead  curtain  i,-     ,  ^ 

^id  backed  throughTSl,-"'^^'^'  ^'^^  ^ 
a  hurry  by  a  Pn.  S^^ggl«g,  followed  in 

seemed  a  litSff         ^"^   ''^^tl^es.     He 

*-dr„:k  o%t;:s-;-<'-k.but„ot 

^-hen  be  saw  her  aSfn  i^\''''  ^-«««im 
^-ing  acted  iike  anldl^t    ^''  "'°"°"  ^^ 

"Q"eenoftbeNiehtf"i,.     .^  . 
«tani  that  was  pecS  !  '"^  ^"  ^^"'^"- 

'>-eath;  but  she  snulfd  arb'"''''  ""'^^^  ^- 
««id,  "Will  the  S  b  '  ""'^  "^°"^  «he 

seated?"  ^^"^  ^°"«^  "^  all  by  being 

-<^tdt^;:aVe:sfr°^^^^*«-- 

«f  the  room.  Yasmi^r  J  ^'°™  *^«  ^^^dle 
Ra^joor  Singh  eveTotr  '  '^''  ^^^«  «° 
that  the  Sikhfhaw  J  '''""^'  »««eed 

Pea.hadalr.';rtXrre:r'^^"-- 
20 
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But  there  were  other  footsteps.  The 
curtain  parted  again  to  admit  a  second 
European,  a  somewhat  older  man,  who 
glanced  back  over  his  shoulder  deferentially 
and,  to  Yasmini's  unerring  eye,  tried  to 
carry  off  prudish  timidity  with  an  air  of 
Knowmgndss. 

«n^'T'  '•'  ^'  ^"  ^^'"«°<J«d  Ranjoor  Singh ; 
and  Yasmim  rattled  the  bracelets  on  her 
ankles  loud  enough  to  hide  a  whisper. 

An  agent,"  she  answered.  "He  has  an 
office  here  in  Delhi.  The  first  man  is  his 
clerk  who  IS  supposed  to  be  the  leader  into 
mischief;  they  have  made  him  a  little  drunk 
est  he  miderstand  too  much.  I  have  sent 
a  maid  to  hmi  that  he  may  understand  even 

The  second  man  was  closely  followed  by 
a  third,  and  Yasmini  smothered  a  squeal  of 
e^itement,  for  she  saw  that  Ranjoor 
Smgh  s  eyes  were  ablaze  at  last  and  that  he 
had  sat  bolt  upright  without  knowing  it. 
Ihe  third  man  was  dressed  like  the  other 

mt  as  they  did.    He  was  tall  and  straight. 
21 
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S: jSer^  --^^  -.-  ^ 

and  at  o.ee  picked  o^t  Jas^?  ^^  «^P«' 
tress  of  the  place-  b,;/,^'°^^  ^s  the  mi^ 
to  her  until  tleZtZ  "^'^^  *«  ^«^ 
Thenitseen^ed  tofil?  "  S"^"*^'^  ^^^  out. 
-«n,  as  «ilut^;Cl"^'T-^«-- 
watched  him-that  wh  ^'/f  °^^^  in  turn 

eo^fident-iookiS,"    ,'r''"^«*«"' 
hi«  heels  together   btr  "'°^°^*  ''^^^^^d 

*^«  «o  just  i^  2  '"if-^^^hered  .ot  to 
miss  no  small  detail  v  ^^^^  °^  ^'^^  ^ast 
J-eled  ankles  jinl  alT""' l''''''^  "^'^ 
fianjoor  Singh.  ^^"''  '^^"'^^led  to 

"'an  who  is  frightneTr'''-  "^«  &* 
tomerforbalesff  blaSe  ^7.  ^'^  ^t*  ''"«- 
the  customer  been  J,,  !,  ^"'''e  ^hen  has 
-"«  the  tune 'Toot  *"^««^««e"er 

«e«ondsatlikeametw  .''■  '"'  "'^^^  *^« 
erc^ant,  nursing  fathands 
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on  a  consequential  paunch,  the  third  sat 
straight-backed,  kicking  a   little  sidewise 
with  his  left  leg.    Ranjoor  Singh  saw,  too. 
that  he  kept  his  heels  a  little  more  than  a 
spur's  length  off  from  the  divan's  drapery. 
Listen  1"  hissed  Ranjoor  Singh. 
Yasmini  wriggled  closer,  and  pretended 
to  be  watching  her  maids  over  by  the  win- 
dow. 

"That  man  who  came  last,"  said  the 
risaldar-major,  "has  been  told  that  thou  art 
like  a  spider,  watching  from  the  middle  of 
the  web  of  India." 

"Then  for  once  they  have  told  the  truth!" 
she  chuckled. 

"In  the  bazaar  he  asked  to  be  shown  men 
of  all  the  tribes,  that  he  might  study  their 
commercial  needs.  He  was  told  to  come  here 
and  meet  them ;  and  these  were  sent  for  from 
the  caravanserais.    Is  it  not  so?" 

"Art  thou  thyself  for  the  Raj?"  asked 
Yasmini. 

^'I  lead  a  squadron  of  Sikh  cavalry,"  said 
Ranjoor  Singh,  "and  you  ask  me  am  I  for 
theUaj?" 
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"Then  he  andT  »     u     "^'"^  ^^«°^- 
"An^  I,  ^""^ ''Others." 

»ear]3.  at  a/en7aS?'  L*^'  *""«  ^«« 
e«%  for  her  to  Cn  ,7^  '^  *^°^^  P^- 
tainment.  "^  *^^  ''"^den  of  enter- 

»>oek!rri;4^^^  «^7,'"   she 

^^"  be  great  rlwa'd     T  '  ? "'^'  '""^  ^^ere 
"^^ht  die  by  a  dagge;  oral"  """  "°^^  "°^' 
0-  g^ouxjd  glass  W  breLTr  "'^  ^^^' 
^«"W  be  a  squadrZ  .  f '  ^"*  ^^"'^  «^«re 
-->toaskql:^r;-'^P-hapsaregi- 
"Perhaps?" 
^Perhaps.    Whoknows?" 

^TautZers^^'  ^"-  «^  *he 
?•-  ^^fe,  but  not  caS  „  ™"''  '^«-  ^f'a" 
-Porta.ce  by  clai^i^V^h^f  ^^/^^  own 
24^   ^^  ^^S^ard  of  the 
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other  squadrons,  too.  But  Tasmini,  who 
never  in  her  life  went  straight  from  point  to 
point  of  an  idea  and  never  could  beHeve  that 
anybody  else  did,  supposed  he  meant  that 
one  squadron  was  in  his  confidence,  whereas 
the  rest  had  not  yet  been  sounded. 

"So  speaks  one  who  is  for  the  Raj  I"  she 
grinned. 

Playing  for  profit  and  amusement,  she 
never,  never  let  anybody  know  which  side 
she  had  taken  in  any  game.  Therefore  she 
despised  a  man  who  showed  his  hand  to  her 
as  she  believed  Ranjoor  Singh  had  done! 
-But  she  only  showed  contempt  when  it 
suited  her,  and  by  no  means  always  when 
she  felt  it. 

The  minor  music  ceased  and  all  eyes  in 
the  room  were  turned  to  her.    She  rose  to 
her  feet  as  a  hooded  cobra  comes  toward  its 
prey,  sparing  a  sidewise  surreptitious  smile 
of  confidence  for  Ranjoor  Singh  that  no  eye 
caught  save  his;  yet  as  she  turned  from  him 
and  swayed  in  the  first  few  steps  of  a  dance 
devised  that  minute,  his  quick  ear  caught  the 
truth  of  her  opinion : 
25 
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"Buffalo!"  she  murmured 

mysteiy.    The  lights,  and  the  sandal-smoke, 
and  the  expectant  silence  emphasised  it 

had  Its  home  m  her,  she  told  a  wordless 
tel«g  Her  feet  and  evei^  si^.ous  mut le 
as  no  other  woman  in  all  India  ever  did 

sTan  T  T  i  *™''  ^^^  '^'  «P^«fe«  Rus- 
sian fluently.    Russian  or  not.  the  members 

of  the  Russian  ballet  are  the  only  others  in 

the  world  who  share  her  art.    CeiSrsh" 

-ght^expressed  the  fascination  myste^  t 

And  then  she  sang.    It  is  her  added  rift 
of  song  that  makes  Yasmini  unique  for  fh. 

26 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

able  ballads  of  the  South  and  the  Central 
Provinces.  But  when,  as  that  evening,  she 
IS  at  her  best,  mixing  magic  under  the  eyes 
of  the  inquisitive,  she  sings  songs  of  her  own 
making  and  only  very  rarely  the  same  song 
twice.  She  sang  that  night  of  the  winds  of 
the  world  which,  she  claims,  carry  the  news 
to  her;  although  others  say  her  sources  of 
information  speak  more  distinctly. 

It  seemed  that  the  thread  of  an  idea  ran 
through  song  and  dance  alike,  and  that  the 
hillmen  and  beyond-the-hills-men,  who  sat 
back-to-the-waU  and  watched,  could  follow 
the  meaning  of  it.  They  began  to  crowd 
closer,  to  squat  cross-legged  on  the  floor  in 
circles  one  outside  the  other,  until  the  Euro- 
pean three  became  the  center  of  three  rings 
of  men  who  stared  at  them  with  owls' 
solemnity. 

Then  Yasmini  ceased  dancing.  Then 
one  of  the  Europeans  drew  his  watch  out; 
and  he  had  to  show  it  to  the  other  two  before 
he  could  convince  them  that  they  had  sat  for 
two  hours  without  wanting  to  do  anything 
but  watch  and  listen. 
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said    one    of   them— the 


"So    wass!" 
drunken. 

saidThLe:*:;/^^--*-*"^*-^-^/-- 

The  third  man  made  no  remark  at  all 
He  was  watching  Ranjoor  Singh 
th.  ;«^  "^■;<^«r-"aJor  had  left  the  divan  by 
he  end  wall  and  walked-^]]  grfm  straight 
lines  m  contrast  to  Yasmini's  curvet!to  a 
spot  direct],,  facing  the  three  Xro^L 

"ece  of7rV'"^  "*  ^  ^^-"  -  "^« 
piece  ot  floor  he  coveted. 

roomr*    "^'"    ^'    ««°^«°ded.     "Make 

pJenLtrifttrs^^t'^^^^"^^^^ 

was  on  ht  ?^'  t'^^'-    '"  ^"  ^-*-t  he 
rchtgt?Sstt^-^*-"-^.hthand 

But  Yasmini  allows  no  butcher's  work  on 
walls  are  law,  since  no  man  knows  who  is 
onwho^eside.   Yasmini  beckoned  l^X" 

do 
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^e  Afridi  slouched  toward  her  suUenly. 
She  whispered  something,  and  he  started  for 
the  stairs  at  once,  without  any  further 
protest. 

Then  there  vanished  aU  doubt  as  to  which 
of  the  three  Europeans  was  most  important. 
Ihe  man  who  had  come  in  first  had  accepted 
sherbet  from  the  maid  who  sat  beside  him- 
he  went  suddenly  from  drowsiness  to  slum- 
ber, and  the  woman  spumed  his  bullet-head 
away  from  her  shoulder,  letting  him  fall 
like  a  log  among  the  cushions.    The  stout 
second    man    looked    frightened    and    sat 
nursing  helpless  hands.    But  the  third  man 
sat  forward,  and  tense  siicnce  fell  on  the 
assembly  as  the  eyes  of  eyeiy  man  sought 

Only  Tasmini,  hovering  in  the  back- 
ground, had  time  to  watch  anything  other 
than  those  gray  European  eyes;  she  saw 
«iat  they  were  interested  most  in  Ranjoor 
Singh,  and  the  maids  who  noticed  her 
expression  of  sweet  innocence  knew  that  she 
was  thinking  fast. 

"You  are  a  Sikh?"  said  the  gray-eyed 
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man;  and  the  crowa  drew  in  its  breath,  fop 
he  spoke  Hindustani  with  an  accent  that 
veiy  few  achieve,  even  with  long  practise. 
"Then  you  are  of  a  brave  nation— you 
will  understand  me.  The  Sikhs  are  a  mar- 
tial race.  Their  theory  of  pontics  is  based 
on  the  military  spirit-is  it  not  sof" 

Banjoor  Singh,  who  understood  and  tried 
to  live  the  Sikh  religion  with  all  his  gentle- 
manly might,  was  there  to  acquire  infor- 
mation, not  to  impart  it.  He  grunted 
gravely. 

"All  martial  nations  expand  eventually. 
TTiey  tell  me-I  have  heard-some  of  you 
Sikhs  have  tried  Canada?" 

Banjoor  Singh  did  not  wince,  though  his 
back  stiffened  when  the  men  around  him 
grinned ;  it  is  a  sore  point  with  the  Sikhs  that 
Canada  does  not  accept  their  emigrants. 

Sikhs  are  admitted  into  all  the  German 
colomes,"  said  the  man  with  the  gray  eyes. 
Ihey  are  welcome." 
''Do  many  go?"  asked  Ranjoor  Singh. 
That  IS  the  point.    The  Sikhs  want  a 
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place  in  the  sun  from  which  they  are  barred 

at  present-ehf   Now,  Germany " 

"Germanyt  Where  is  Germany?  "asked 
Tasmini.    She  understands  the  last  trick  in 
the  art  of  getting  a  story  on  its  way.    "To 
the  west  is  England.  Farther  west,  Ameliki. 
To  the  north  lies  Russia.    To  the  south  the 
kahpant^-ocean.    Where  is  Germany?" 
The  man  with  the  gray  eyes  took  her 
literally,  since  his  nation  are  not  slow  at 
seizing  opportunity.    He  launched  without 
a  word  more  of  preliminaiy  into  a  lecture 
on  Germany  that  lasted  hours  and  held  his 
audience  spellbound.    It  was  colorful,  com- 
plete, and  it  did  not  seem  to  have  been 
memorized.    But  that  was  art. 

He  had  no  word  of  blame  for  England 
He  even  had  praise,  when  praise  made 
German  virtue  seem  by  that  much  greater- 
and  the  inference  from  first  to  last  was  of 
German  super-virtue. 

Some  one  in  the  crowd-who  bore  a  bul- 
et-mark  in  proof  he  did  not  jest-suggested 
to  him  that  the  British  army  was  the  big- 
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gest  and  fiercest  in  the  world.  So  he  told 
them  of  a  German  army,  millions  strong, 
that  marched  in  league-long  columns-an 
army  that  guarded  by  the  prosperous  hun- 
dred thousand  factory  chimneys  that  smoked 
until  the  central  European  sky  was  black. 

Long,  long  after  midnight,  in  a  final  burst 
of  imagination,  he  likened  Germany  to  a 
bee-hive  from  which  a  swann  must  soon 
emerge  for  lack  of  room  inside.  And  he 
proved,  then,  that  he  knew  he  had  made  an 
impression  on  them,  for  he  dismissed  them 
with  an  impudence  that  would  have  set 
them  laughing  at  him  when  he  first  began  to 
speak. 

"Ye  have  my  leave  to  go!"  he  said,  as  if 
he  owned  the  place ;  and  they  aU  went  except 
one.  ^ 

"That  is  a  lot  of  talk,"  said  Ranjoor 
Singh,  when  the  last  man  had  started  for  the 
stairs  "What  does  it  amount  to?  When 
will  the  bees  swarm?" 

8ikV«'  ^"T^  "^'^  ^™  ^^^^y'  but  the 
Sikh  s  eyes  did  not  flinch. 
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is  your  rankt"  the   German 


"What 
asked. 

"Squadron  leader!" 

"OhI" 

The  two  stood  up,  and  now  there  was  no 
mistake  about  the  German's  heels;  they 
clicked.  The  two  were  almost  of  a  height, 
although  the  Sikh's  head-dress  made  him' 
seem  the  taller.  They  were  both  unusually 
fine-looking  men,  and  limb  for  limb  they 
matched. 

"If  war  were  in  Europe  you  would  be 
taken  there  to  fight,"  said  the  German. 

Banjoor  Singh  showed  no  surprise. 

"Whether  you  wanted  to  fight  or  not." 

There  was  no  hint  of  laughter  in  the 
Sikh's  brown  eyes. 

"Germany  has  no  quarrel  with  the 
Sikhs." 

"I  have  heard  of  none,"  said  Ranjoor 
Singh. 

"Wherever  the  German  flag  should  fly, 
after  a  war,  the  Sikhs  would  have  free  foot- 
ing." 


t-^l 
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Ranjoor  Singh  looked  interested,  even 
pleased. 

"Who  is  not  against  Germany  is  for 
her." 

"Let  us  have  plain  words, "  said  Ranjoor 
Singh,  leading  the  way  to  a  comer  in  which 
he  judged  they  could  not  be  overheard- 
there  he  turned  suddenly,  borrowing  a  trick 
from  Yasmini. 

"I  am  a  Sikh— a  patriot.  What  are  you 
offering?"  ^ 

"The  freedom  of  the  earth  I"  the  German 
answered.  "Self-government I  The  right 
to  emigrate.    Liberty  I" 

"On  what  condition?  For  a  bargain 
has  two  sides." 

"That  the  Sikhs  fail  Englandl" 
"When?" 

"When  the  time  comes!  What  is  the 
answer?" 

"I  will  answer  when  the  time  comes  " 
answered  Ranjoor  Singh,  saluting  stiffly 
before  turning  on  his  heel. 

Then  he  stalked  out  of  the  room,  with 
a  slight  bow  to  Yasmini  as  he  passed. 
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"Buffalo!"  she  murmured  after  Viim. 
"Jat  buffalo!" 

Then  the  Germans  went  away,  after  some 
heavy  compliments  that  seemed  to  amuse 
Yasmini  prodigiously,  helping  along  the  man 
who  had  drunk  sherbet  and  who  now  seemed 
inclined  to  weep.     They  dragged  him  down 
the  stairs  between  them,  backward.    Yas- 
mini waited  at  the  stair-head  until   she 
heard  them  pull  him  into  a  gharri  and  drive 
away.   Then  she  turned  to  her  favorite  maid. 
"Them— those    cattle— I    understand!" 
she  said.    "But  it  does  not  suit  me  that  a 
Sikh,  a  Jat,  a  buffalo,  should  come  here 
making  mysteries  of  his  own  without  con- 
sulting me!    And  what  does  not  suit  me  I 
do  not  tolerate!    Go,  get  that  Afridi  whom 
the  soldier  kicked— I  told  him  to  wait  out- 
side in  the  street  until  I  sent  for  him." 

The  Afridi  rime,  nearly  as  helpless  as 
the  man  who  had  drunk  sherbet,  though 
less  tearful  and  almost  infinitely  more 
resentful.  What  clothing  had  not  been  torn 
from  him  was  soaked  in  blood,  and  there 
was  no  inch  of  him  that  was  not  bruised. 
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;;Mu^af"  said  Ta8mix.i  i„,piously. 
^^^ahl 'swore  the  Afridi.  ^ 

«S:,f.^*'^t  has  happened?" 

-e,oxU,L^^r;X-«^^-w  they  beat 

he^eoutthf:fjrsfd:o^,^^--^- 

lauIri^St^^^^Po-Peal  Of  silver 
"Avetfc  ^"^  'r  ^"""^ '"  *«  deckled 


I  If 

I I  III 


!■; 


The  West  Wind  blows  through  the  Ajmere  Gate 

And  whispers  low  (Oh,  listen  ye.'), 
"The  fed  wolf  curls  by  his  drowsy  mate 
In  a  tight-trod  earth;  but  the  lean  wolves  wait 
..n      /^  *f>^ '•■^nger  gnaws!"    (Oh,  listen  ye!) 
Can  fed  wolves  fight?    But  y  ester  e'en 
Their  eyes  were  bright,  their  fangs  were  clean; 
They  viewed,  they  took  but  yestere'en," 
(Oh,  listen,  wise  heads,  listen  ye!) 
"^ecause  they  fed,  is  blood  less  red. 
Or  fangs  less  sharp,  or  hunger  dead?" 

(Look  weU  to  the  loot,  and  listen  ye!) 

Yasmini's  Sonq. 


CHAPTER  III 


np  HE  colonel  of  Outram's  Own  dropped 
J.  into  a  club  where  he  was  only  one,  and 
not  the  greatest,  of  many  men  entitled  to 
respect.    There  were  three  men  talking  by 
a  window,  their  voices  drowned  by  the  din 
of  rain  on  the  veranda  roof,  each  of  whom 
nodded  to  him.    He  chose,  however,  a  soli- 
tary chair,  for,  though  subalterns  do  not 
believe  it,  a  colonel  has  exactly  that  diffi- 
dence about  approaching  senior  civilians 
which  a  subaltern  ought  to  feel. 

In  a  moment  aU  that  was  visible  of  him 
from  the  door  was  a  pair  of  brown  riding- 
boots,  very  much  fore-shortened,  resting  on 
the  long  arm  of  a  cane  chair,  and  two  sets  of 
wonderfuUy  modeled  fingers  that  held  up 
a  newspaper.  From  the  window  where  the 
three  men  talked  he  could  be  seen  in  profile. 
"Wears  well— doesn't  he?"  said  one  of 
them. 

"Swears  well,  too,  confound  him!" 
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''Hah  I  Been  trying  to  pump  him,  eh  f" 
"Yes.  He's  like  a  big  bird  catching 
flies— picks  off  your  questions  one  at  a  time, 
with  one  eye  on  you  bnd  the  other  one  cocked 
for  the  next  question.  Get  nothing  out  of 
him  but  yes  or  no.  Good  fellow,  though, 
when  you're  not  drawing  him." 

"You  mean  trying  to  draw  him.  He's 
the  best  that  come.  Wish  they  were  aU  like 
Kirby." 

The  man  who  had  not  spoken  yet— he 
looked  younger,  was  some  years  older,  and 
watched  the  faces  of  the  other  two  while 
seeming  to  listen  to  something  in  the  distance 
—looked  at  a  cheap  watch  nervously. 

"Wish  the  Sikhs  were  all  like  Kirby!" 
he  said.    "If  this  business  comes  to  a  head 
we  're  going  to  wish  we  had  a  million  Kirbys 
What  did  he  say  ?  Temper  of  his  men  excel- 
lent, I  suppose!" 

"Used  that  one  word." 
"Um-m-ml    No  suspicions,  ehf" 
"Said,  'No,  no  suspicions  1'  " 
"Uhl    111  have  a  word  with  him." 
He  waddled  off,  shaking  his  drab  silk  suit 
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into  shape  and  twisting  a  leather  watch- 
guard  around  his  finger. 

"Believe  it  will  come  to  anything?" 
asked  one  of  the  two  men  he  had  left 
behind. 

"Dunno.  Hope  not.  Awful  business  if 
it  does." 

"Remember  how  we  were  promised  a 
world-war  two  years  ago,  just  before  the 
Balkans  took  fire?" 

"Yes.  That  was  a  near  thing,  too.  But 
they  weren't  quite  ready  then.  Now  they 
are  ready,,  and  they  think  we're  not.  If  I 
were  asked,  I'd  say  we  ought  to  let  them 
know  we're  ready  for  'em.  They  want  to 
fight  because  they  think  they  can  catch  us 
napping;  they'd  think  twice  if  they  knew 
they  couldn't  do  it." 

"Are  they  blind  and  deaf  I  Can't  they 
see  and  hear?" 

"Qitem  deus  vult  perdere,  prius  demen- 
tat,  Ponsonby,  my  boy." 

The  man  in  drab  silk  slipped  into  a  chair 
next  to  Kirby's  as  a  wolf  slips  into  his  lair, 
very  circumspectly,  and  without  noise;  then 
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he  rutched  the  chair  sidewise  toward 
Kirby  with  about  as  much  noise  as  a  com- 
pany of  infantry  would  make. 

"Had  a  drink?"  he  asked,  as  Kirby 
looked  up  from  his  paper.   "Have  one f " 

"Ginger  ale,  please,"  said  Kirby,  putting 
the  paper  down. 

A  turbaned  waiter  brought  long  glasses 
in  which  ice  tinkled,  and  the  two  sipped 
slowly,  not  looking  at  each  other. 

"Know  Yasmini?"  asked  the  man  in 
drab  silk  suddenly. 

"Heard  of  her,  of  course." 

"Ever  see  her?" 

"No." 

"  Ah  1  Most  extraordinary  woman.  Won- 
derful!" 

Kirby  looked  puzzled,  and  held  his  peace. 
"Any  of  your  offi    rs  ever  visit  her?" 
"Not  when  they're  supposed  to  be  on 
duty." 

"But  at  other  times?" 
"None  of  my  affair  if  they  do.    Don't 
know,  I'm  sure." 
"Um-m-m!" 
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Yes,    said  Kirby,  without  vehemence. 
Look  at  his  beak  I"  said  one  of  the  two 
men  by  the  window.    "Never  see  a  big  bird 
act  that  wayf   Look  at  his  bright  eye!" 

"Wish  mine-were  as  bright,  and  my  beak 
as  aquiline;  means  directnes»-soldieily 
directness,  that  does  I" 

"Who  is  your  best  native  officer,  sup- 
posing you've  any  choice?"  asked  the  man 
m  the  drab  silk  suit,  speaking  to  the  eeilinir 
apparently. 

"Banjoor  Singh,"  said  Kirby  promptly. 
It  was  quite  clear  there  was  no  doubt  in 
his  mind. 

"How  is  he  best?   In  what  way?" 

"Best  man  I've  got  Fit  to  command 
the  regiment." 

"Um-m-ml" 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

The  man  in  drab  sat  sidewise  and  caught 
Kirby's  eye,  which  was  not  difficult.  There 
was  nothing  furtive  about  him. 

"With  a  censorship  that  isn't  admitted, 
but  which  has  been  rather  obvious  for  more 
than  a  month;  with  all  forces  undergoing 
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field  training  during  the  wont  of  the  rains 
—it's  fair  to  suppose  your  men  smeU  some- 
thing t" 

'They've  been  sweating,  certainly." 
"Do  they  smell  a  rat!" 
"Yes." 

"Ask  questions?" 
"Yes." 

"What  do  you  tell  themt" 
"That  I  don't  know,  and  they  must  wait 
until  I  do," 

"Any  recent  efforts  been  made  to  tamper 
with  them?" 

"Not  more  than  I  reported.  You  know 
of  course,  of  the  translations  from  Canadian 
papers,  discussing  the  rejection  of  Sikh  im- 
migrants? Each  man  received  a  copy 
through  the  mail." 

"Yes.  We  caught  the  crowd  who  printed 
that.  Couldn't  discover,  though,  how  it  got 
into  the  regiment's  mail  bags  without  being 
postmarked.  Let's  see— wasn't  Ranjoor 
Singh  officer-of-the-day?" 

"Yes." 
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"Um-m-ml   Would  it  surprise  you  to 
'Wouldn't  interest  me." 

"I'm  listening." 

"I  want  you  to  hear  reason.  India,  the 
whole  of  India,  mind,  has  its  ear  to  the 
ground.  All  up  and  down  the  length  of  the 
land-m  every  bazaar-in  the  ranks  of 
every  native  regimenl^it's  known  that  peo- 
ple representing  some  other  European 
Power  are  trving  to  sow  discontent  with  our 
rule;  and  if.  obvious  to  any  native  that 
we  re  on  the  watch  for  something  big  that 

dear»^"*  ^  ^""^  ""^  °^"**-     ^'  *^* 
"Yea." 

"Our  strongest  card  is  the  loyalty  of  the 
native  troops." 

"Yes." 

"Everybody  knows  that.  Also,  this 
thing  we're  looking  for  is  most  damnably 
real-might  burst  to-day,  to-morrow-any 
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time.  So,  even  with  the  censorship  in  work- 
ing order,  it  wouldn't  be  wise  to  arrest  a 
native  officer  merely  on  suspicion." 
^  "I'd  arrest  one  of  mine,"  said  Kirby, 
If  I  had  any  reason  to  suspect  him  for  a 
second." 

"Wouldn't   be   wise  I    You    mustn't!" 
The   man   in   drab   silk   shook   his   head. 
Now,  suppose  you  were  to  arrest  Ranjoor 
Singh " 

Kirby  laughed  outright. 

"Suppose    the   Chandni    Chowk    were 
Regent  Street!"  he  jeered. 

"Last  night,"  said  the  man  in  drab  silk 
'Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh  visited 
Tasmmi,  leaving  six  or  more  of  the  men  of 
his  squadron  waiting  for  him  in  the  street 
outside.  In  Yasmini's  room  he  listened  for 
hours  to  a  lecture  on  Germany,  delivered  by 
a  German  who  has  British  naturalization 
papers,  whether  forged  or  not  is  not  yet 
clear. 

"After  the  lecture  he  had  a  private  con- 
versation lasting  some  minutes  with  the 
German  who  says  he  is  an  Englishman,  and 
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m«;^  f  .T'/P^^J^^  Hindustani  like  a 
native     And   before  he  started  home,  his 

Afridi  within  an  mch  of  his  life  for  threat- 
emng  0  report  Ranjoor  Singh's  presence 
at  the  lecture  to  the  authorities  " 

Kirbr^"  ^^^  ^''"  *^'*"  ^"^'^  ^"^°"^^ 

m.r^i'  ^"*'  ^^'^^''  ^'"d  tl^ree  hill- 
men  who  were  there  by  invitation.  I  spoke 
with  them  all  less  than  an  hour  ago.    £ 

about  It,  he  would  lie  himself  out  of  it  in 
any  of  a  dozen  ways,  and  would  be  on  his 

r?.K°'1""    «  ^«  -ere  arrested, 
would  bring  to  a  head  what  may  prove  to  be 
a  passing  trifle;  it  would  make  the  men 
angry,  and  the  news  would  spread,  what- 
ever we  might  do  to  prevent  it. " 

"mat  am  I  to  understand  that  you 
want,  then  ?"  asked  Kirby 

susi^ft:'''"^^"^^^'^"^^"*^^*"'^^^- 
"Before  I'd  seriously  consider  orders  to 
do   that,    they'd   have    to    come    through 
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military  channels  in  the  regular  way,"  said 
lUrby,  without  emotion. 

"I  could  arrange  that,  of  course.  I'U 
mention  it  to  Todhunter." 

"And  if  the  order  reached  me  in  the 
regular  way,  I'd  resign  rather  than  carry  it 
out."  ■' 

"Um-m-m!"  said  the  man  in  drab  silk. 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"You  seem  to  forget  that  I,  too,  repre- 
sent a  government  department,  and  have 
the  country's  interests  at  heart.  Do  you 
unapne  I  have  a  grudge  against  Banjoor 
Singh?" 

"I  forget  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said 
Kirby,  "and  imagination  doesn't  enter  into 
It.  I  know  Ranjoor  Singh,  and  that's 
enough.  If  he's  a  traitor,  so  am  I.  If  he's 
not  a  loyal  gallant  officer,  then  I'm  not 
either.  I'll  stand  or  fall  by  his  honor,  for  I 
know  the  man  and  you  don't." 

"Uhl"  said  the  man  in  drab  silk. 

"Yes,"  said  Colonel  Kirby. 

"Look!"  said  one  of  the  two  men  at  the 
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window.  "Direct  as  a  hornet's  sting— isn't 
a  kink  in  him  I  Look  at  the  angle  of  his 
chin  I" 

"You  can  tell  his  Sikh  officers:  they 
imitate  him." 

"Do  I  understand  you  to  refuse  me 
pomt-blank?"  asked  the  man  in  the  drat 
suit,  still  fidgeting  with  his  watch-guard. 
Perhaps  he  guessed  that  two  men  in  the 
window  wee  discussing  him. 
"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 
"I  shall  have  to  go  over  your  head." 
"Understand  me,  then.    If  an  order  of 
that  kind  reaches  me,  I  shall  arrest  Ranjoor 
Smgh  at  once,  so  that  he  may  stand  trial  and 
be  cleared  like  a  gentleman.   I'll  have  noth- 
ing done  to  one  of  my  officers  that  would  be 
intolerable  if  done  to  me,  so  long  as  I  com- 
mand the  regiment  I" 

"What  alternative   do  you   suggest?" 
asked  the  man  in  gray,  with  a  wry  face. 
"Ask  Ranjoor  Singh  about  it." 
"Who?    You  or  I?" 
"He  wouldn't  answer  jou." 
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"Then  ask  him  yourself.  But  I  shaU  re- 
member, Colonel  Kirby,  that  you  did  not 
oblige  me  in  the  matter." 

"Very  well,"  said  Kirby. 

"Another  drink  f" 

"No,  thanks." 

"Who  won?"  asked  one  of  the  two  men 
in  the  window. 

"Kirby!" 

"I  don't  think  so.  I've  been  watching 
his  face.  He's  the  least  bit  rattled.  It's 
somebody  else  who  has  won;  he's  been  fight- 
ing another  man's  battle.  But  it's  obvious 
who  lost-look  at  that  watch-chain  going! 
Come  away." 


//  a  man  has  a  price  at  all,  his  price  is  neither 
high  nor  low,  but  just  that  price  that  you  wiU 
pay  him. — Native  PsoviatB. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

r\F  COURSE  an  Afridi  can  be  depended 
Vy  on  to  overdo  anything.  The  particu- 
lar Afridi  whom  Ranjoor  Singh  had  kicked 
was  able  to  see  very  little  virtue  in  Tas- 
mini's  method  of  attack.  Suckled  in  a 
mountain-range  where  vengeance  is  believed 
as  real  and  worthy  as  love  must  be  transi- 
tory, his  very  bowels  ached  for  physical 
retaliation,  just  as  his  skin  and  bones 
smarted  from  the  beating  the  risaldar- 
major's  men  had  given  him. 

He  was  scoffed  at  by  small  boys  as  he 
slunk  through  byways  of  the  big  bazaar.  A 
woman  who  had  smiled  at  him  but  a  day  ago 
now  emptied  unseemly  things  on  him  from 
an  upper  story  when  he  went  to  moan 
beneath  her  window.  He  decided  to  include 
that  woman  in  his  vengeance,  too,  if  pos- 
sible, but  not  to  miss  Ranjoor  Singh  on  her 
account;  there  was  not  room  for  him  and 
Ranjoor  Singh  on  one  rain-pelted  earth,  but, 
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As  nearly  all  humans  do  when  their 
mood   ,s   similar   to   his,   he  slunk   into 
dark  places,  growling  like  a  dog  and  believ- 
ing all  the  world  his  enemy.    He  came  very 
near  to  the  summit  of  exasperation  when,  on 
making  application  at  a  free  dispensary  his 
sores  were  dressed  for  him  by  a  Hi^du 
assistant  apothecary  who  lectured  him  on 
brotherly   love   with  interlarded   excerpts 
from  Carlyle  done  into  Hindustani.  But  the 
climax  came  when  a  native  policeman  poked 
him  m  the  ribs  with  a  truncheon  and  ordered 
him  out  of  sight. 

With  a  snarl  that  would  have  done  credit 
to  a  panther  driven  off  its  prey,  he  slurk  up 
a  byway  to  shelter  himself  and  think  of  new 
obscenities;  and  as  he  stood  beneath  a  cloth 
awning  to  await  the  passing  of  a  more  than 
usually  heavy  downpour,  the  rotten  fibers 
burst  at  last  and  let  ten  gallons  of  filthy  rain 
down  on  him. 

From  that  minute  he  could  see  only  red- 
so  It  was  in  a  red  haze  that  two  of  the 
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fcroopei^  from  Ranjoor  Singh's  squadron 
passed  the  end  of  the  lane.  He  felt  hnnself 
clutching  at  a  red  knife,  breathing  red  air 
through  distended  nostrils.  He  forgot  his 
sores;  forgot  to  feel  them. 

As  he  hunted  the  two  troopers  through 
the  maze  of  streets,  he  recognized  them  for 
two  of  the  men  who  had  thrashed  him;  so 
he  drew  closer,  for  fear  they  might  escape 
him  in  the  crowd.    Now  that  he  no  longer 
wandered  objectless,  but  looked  ahead  and 
walked  with  a  will  and  a  purpose,  street- 
corner  'constabeels"  ceased  to  trouble  him; 
there    were    too    many    people    in    thos^ 
thronged,  kaleidoscopic  streets  for  any  but 
the  loafers  to  be  noticed.    He  drew  nearer 
and  nearer  to  the  troopers,  all  unsuspected. 
But  the  pace  was  fast,  and  they  ap- 
proached their  barracks,  where  his  chance 
of  ramming  a  knife  into  them  ard  getting 
away  unseen  would  be  increasingly  more  re- 
mote •  and  he  had  no  desire  to  die  until  he 
had  killed  the  other  four  men.  Ranjoor 
Singh  himself,  and  the  woman  who  had 
spumed  his  love.  He  must  kill  these  two.  he 
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decided,  while  yet  safe  from  barrack  hue 
and  cry. 

He  crept  yet  closer,  and— now  that  his 
plan  was  forming  in  his  mind— began  to  see 
less  red.  In  a  minute  more  he  recognized 
a  house  at  a  street  comer,  whose  lower  stoiy 
once  had  been  a  shop,  but  that  now  was 
boarded  up  and  showed  from  outside  little 
sign  of  occupation.  But  he  saw  that  the 
door  at  the  end  of  an  alley  by  the  building 
was  ajar,  and  through  a  chink  between  the 
shutters  of  an  upper  story  his  keen  northern 
eyes  detected  lamp-light.  That  was  enough. 
He  set  his  teeth  and  drew  his  long  clean 
knife. 

Wounds,  bruises,  pain,  all  mean  nothing 
to  a  hilhnan  when  there  is  murder  in  his 
eye,  unless  they  be  spurs  that  goad  him  to 
greater  frenzy  and  more  speed.  The  troopers 
swaggered  at  a  drilled  man's  marching 
pace ;  the  Af  ridi  came  like  a  wind-devil,  rip- 
ping down  a  gully  from  the  northern  hills, 
all  frenzy. 

Had  he  not  seen  red  again,  had  only  a 
little  brain-work  mingled  in  his  rage,  he 
56 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

would  have  scored  a  clean  victory  and  have 
been  free  to  wreak  red  vengeance  on  the  rest. 
As  It  was,  rage  mastered  him,  and  he  yelled 
as  he  drove  the  long  kHfe  home  between 
the  shoulders  of  one  of  the  troopers  in  front 
of  him. 

That  yell  was  a  mistake,  for  he  was  deal- 
ing with  picked,  drilled  men  of  birth  and  a 
certam  education.    The  struck  man  sank  to 
his  knees,  but  the  other  turned  in  time  to 
guard  the  next  blow  with  his  forearm-  he 
seized  a  good  fistful  of  the  Afridi's  bandages 
and  landed  hard  on  his  naked  foot  with  the 
heel  of  an  ammunition  boot.    The  Afridi 
screamed  like  a  wild  beast  as  he  wrenched 
himself  away,  leaving  the  bandages  in  the 
trooper's  hand;   and   for  an  instant  the 
trooper  half  turned  to  succor  his  comrade. 
fay,  after  him  I"  urged  the  wounded 
man  m  the  Jat  tongue;  and,  seeing  a  crowd 
come  running  from  four  directions,  the  Sikh 
Jet  him  lie,  to  race  after  the  Afridi. 

He  caught  little  more  than  a  glimpse  of 
torn  clothes  disappearing  through  the  little 
door  at  the  end  of  the  alley  by  the  boarded 
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shop,  and  a  second  after  he  had  started  in 
pursuit  he  saw  the  door  shut  with  a  slam 
and  thought  he  heard  a  bolt  snick  home. 

The  door,  though  small,  looked  stout, 
and,  thinking  as  he  charged  to  the  assault, 
the  Sikh  put  all  the  advantage  he  had  of 
weight,  and  steel-shod  boots,  and  strength, 
and  speed  into  the  effort.  A  yard  from  the 
door  he  took  off,  as  a  man  does  at  the  broad 
jump  in  the  inter-regimental  sports,  landing 
against  the  lower  panel  with  his  heels  two 
feet  from  the  bottom. 

The  door  went  inward  as  if  struck  by  a 
blast  of  dynamite,  and  the  Sikh's  head 
struck  a  flagstone.  Long  strong  arms 
seized  him  by  the  feet  and  dragged  him  in- 
side. Then  the  door  closed  again,  and  this 
time  a  bolt  really  did  shoot  home,  to  be  fol- 
lowed by  two  others  and  a  bar  that  fitted 
vertically  into  the  beam  above  and  the  floor 
beneath. 

Outside,  thirty  feet  from  the  street  cor- 
ner, the  crowd  came  together  as  a  tide-race 
meets  amid  the  rocks,  roaring,  shouting, 
surging,   swaying   back  and   forth,   nine- 
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tenths  questioning  at  the  limit  of  j^  ;  m^, 
and  one-tenth  yelling  infonnatioji  i)i  ,i  >va.' 
false  before  they  had  it.  Those  ♦  rlu;  n,  -k 
believed  already  that  there  x^vi  en  rn,.,i 
down.  In  the  next  street  th  ic  w.s  s  12.- 
posed  to  be  a  riot.  And  the  sliiil!  rcj.Mtri 
whistle  of  the  nearest  policeman  suTumon 
ing  help  confirmed  the  crowd  in  iU  'of, 
besides  convincing  it  of  new  atrocities  as  yet 
unguessed. 

Only  one  man  in  the  crowd  had  wit 
enough  to  carry  the  tale  to  barracks  where 
it  might  be  expected  to  produce  action.  He 
was  a  Bengali  babu,  bare  of  leg  and  fat  of 
paunch,  who  had  enough  imagination  to  con- 
ceive of  a  regiment  in  receipt  of  the  news, 
and  the  mental  picture  so  appealed  to  him 
that  he  held  his  protruding  stomach  in  both 
hands  while  he  ran  down-street  like  a  land- 
slide, his  mouth  agape  and  his  eyes  aU  but 
popping  from  his  head. 

He  reached  the  barrack  gate  speechless 
and  breathless,  just  as  Ranjoor  Singh  rode 
up  on  Bagh,  mud-plastered  after  an  after- 
noon's work  teaching  scouts.    He  clung  to 
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the  rirfaIdai--major's  stirrup,  and  was 
dragged  ten  feet,  slobbering  and  bubbling 
incoherencies,  before  the  savage  charger 
could  be  reined  in  and  made  to  stand. 

"What  is  it,  oh,  babujif"  laughed  Han- 
joor  Singh.  "Are  the  Moslems  out  after 
your  temple  gods?" 

"Aha !  Run !  Gallop !  Bring  all  the  guns !" 
This  in  English,  all  of  it.  "Blood  in  the 
gutter— blood  like  water— twentee  police- 
men are  already  dead,  and  your  men  have 
done  it!  Gallop  quicklee.  Jaldee,  jaldee!" 
"Go  and  get  twenty  more  policemen  to 
wipe  away  the  blood!"  advised  Ranjoor 
Singh,  sitting  back  in  the  saddle  to  get  a 
better  look  at  him,  and  reining  back  the  im- 
patisnt  Bagh.  "I  am  not  a  constabeel;  I 
am  a  soldier." 

"Aha!  Yes.  You  better  hurry.  All 
your  men  are  underneath— what-you-call-it? 
—bottom  dog.  You  better  hurry  like  slip- 
pery I  One  Afridi  is  beginning  things,  and 
where  is  one  Afridi  with  a  long  knife  are 
many  more  kinds  of  trouble !" 

The  babu  was  recovering  his  breath,  and 
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with  It  his  yearning  to  behold  a  regiment 
careering  through  the  barrack  gate  to  the 
rescue.  He  still  clung  to  the  stirrup,  and 
since  he  would  not  let  go,  Ranjoor  Singh 
proceeded  to  tow  him,  with  a  cautious, 
booted  right  leg  ready  to  spur  Bagh  away 
to  the  left  should  the  brute  commence  to 
kick. 

"You  are  hard-hearted  person,  and 
your  fate  is  forever  sealed  if  you  refuse  to 
listen  1"  wailed  the  babu.  "The  blood  of 
your  men  lies  in  street  calling  aloud  for 
vengeance!"  A  university  education  works 
wonders  for  babu  vocabulary.  -'I  tell  you  it 
is  a  riot,  and  most  extremelee  serious 
affair!" 

That  was  the  wrong  appeal  to  make,  as 
the  babu  himself  would  have  known  had  he 
been  less  excited.  In  time  of  riot  the  place 
for  a  Sikh  oflBcer  would  be  at  the  regiment's 
headquarters,  in  readiness  for  the  order 
from  a  civil  magistrate  without  which  inter- 
ference would  cost  him  his  commission.  But 
the  babu  was  beside  himself,  what  with 
breathlessness  and  disappointment.  He  de- 
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cided  it  was  expedient  to  strengthen  his  ap- 
peal, and  his  imagination  was  still  working. 
"There  will  be  two  regiments  of 
Tommees— drunken  Tommees,  presentlee. 
They  will  take  your  men  to  jail.  The 
Tommees  are  already  on  the  way.  Should 
they  get  there  first  your  men  will  be  ever- 
lastinglee  disgraced  as  well  as  mulcted.  You 
should  hurry." 

Eanjoor  Singh  ceased  from  frowning 
and  looked  satisfied.  If  there  were  trouble 
enou^  in  the  bazaar  to  call  for  the  despatch 
of  British  soldiers  to  the  scene,  then  nothing 
in  the  world  was  more  certain  than  that  any 
■eaa  of  his  who  h..:ppened  to  be  in  danger 
would  be  rescued  with  neatness  and  speed. 
If  there  was  no  trouble  yet,  there  would  very 
likely  be  some  swearing  when  the  soldiers 
got  there.  In  the  meantime  he  was  wet 
through,  both  with  rain  and  perspiration. 
The  thought  of  a  bath  and  dry  clothes  urged 
him  like  tht  voice  of  a  siren  calling;  and  he 
had  shown  the  babu  all  the  courtesy  his  Sikh 
creed  and  profession  demanded. 

So  he  clucked  to  Bagh,  and  the  big  brute 
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plui^ed  into  a  canter,  just  as  eager  for  his 
sais  and  gram  as  his  master  was  for  cleaai 
dry  clothes.  For  two  strides  thfC  babu  clung 
to  the  stirrup,  wrraiching  it  free  from  the 
risaldar-major's  foot;  then  tlie  borse  grew 
savage  at  the  unaccustomed  extra  weight, 
and  lashed  out  hard  behind  him,  misdng  the 
babu  twice  in  quick  succession,  but  tiling 
him  full  to  the  stuttering  teeth  with  fear. 
Ranjoor  Singh  touched  the  horse  with  his 
right  spur,  and  in  a  second  the  babu  lay 
along  on  his  stomach  in  the  mud. 

He  lay  for  a  minute,  believing  himself 
dead.  Then  he  cried  aloud,  since  he  knew 
he  must  be  broken  into  pieces.  Then  he  felt 
himself.  At  last  he  rose,  and  after  a  speech- 
less glance  at  the  back  of  the  risaldar- 
major,  started  slowly  along  the  street 
toward  where  the  "riot"  was. 

"It  is  enough,"  he  said  in  English,  since 
he  was  a  "failed  B.A.,"  "to  try  the  patience 
of  Job's  comforter.  This  militaree  business 
has  corruiJted  even  Sikh  cavalry  until  they 
no  longer  are  dependable.  Yes.  It  is  time  I 
It  is  time  indeed  that  German  influence  be 
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felt,  in  order  that  British  yoke  may  be  cast 
off  for  good  and  aU.  Now  I  take  it  a  Ger- 
man soldier  would  have  arrested  every- 
bodee,  and  I  would  have  received  much 
kudos  in  addition  to  cash  reward  paid  for 
information.  In  meantime,  it  is  to  be  seen 
whether  or  nol^yes,  precisely— a  pencil  is 
mightier  than  a  sword,  which  means  that  a 
babu  is  superior  in  wit  and  general  attain- 
ments.  Let  us  see!" 

He  began  to  run  again,  at  a  truly 
astonishing  pace,  considering  his  paunch 
and  all-round  ungainliness,  getting  over  the 
ground  faster  than  many  a  thin  man  could 
have  done.  As  he  ran  his  lips  worked,  for 
though  he  had  no  breath  to  spare  for  speech, 
his  brain  was  forming  words  that  crowded 
for  expression. 

"The  Sikhs!"  he  screamed,  as  he  came 
within  earshot  of  the  milling  crowd,  through 
which  four  small  policemen  vi  <^re  trying  to 
force  a  path.  "The  Sikhs!  Ihey  ride  to 
the  rescue!" 

"The  Sikhs!"  yelled  somebody  on  the 
edge  of  the  crowd,  who  had  more  breath  but 
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not  enough  imagination  to  ask  questions. 
The  Sikhs  are  coming  I    Run  I" 
"The  Sikhs!    The  Sikhs!" 
The  crowd  took  it  up.    And  since  it  was 
a  crowd,  and  there  was  nothing  else  to  do- 
and  since  it  had  had  protection  but  no 
violence  at  Sikh  hands  ever  since  '57-  and 
since  the  babu  really  did  look  frightened,  it 
shouted  that  the  Sikhs  were  coming  until 
It  believed  the  news  and  had  made  itself 
thoroughly  afraid. 

"Run,  brothers!"  shouted  some  man  in 
the  middle  who  owned  a  voice  like  a  bull- 
buffalo's.  And  that  being  a  new  idea  and 
just  as  good  as  any,  the  whole  crowd  took 
to  Its  heels,  leaving  the  four  policemen  star- 
ing at  the  body  of  a  dead  Sikh,  and  the  fat 
babu  complacently  regarding  all  of  them. 

Presently  ,a  European  police  officer 
trotted  up  on  a  white  pony,  examined  the 
body,  asked  a  dozen  questions  of  the  four 
policemen,  wrote  in  his  memorandum  book 
and  ordered  the  body  to  be  taken  to  the 
morgue. 

"Come  here,  you !"  he  called  to  the  babu. 
65 


m 


THE  WINDS  OP  THE  WORLD 

So  the  babu  waddled  to  him,  judging  Ms 
salaam  shi-ewdly  so  that  it  suggested  defer- 
ence while  leaving  no  doubt  as  to  the  in- 
tended insult. 

"What  do  you  know  about  this?" 
"As  peaceful  citi-jen  in  pursuance  of 
daily  bread  and  other  perquisites,  I  claim 
protection  of  police!  While  proceeding  on 
way  was  thrown  to  ground  violentlee  by  gal- 
loping horse  whose  rider  urged  same  in 
opposite  direction.  Observe  my  deshabille. 
Regard  this  mud  on  my  person.  I  insist  on 
full  rigor  of  the  law  for  which  I  am  taxed 
inordinately." 

"What  sort  of  a  horse?  Who  rode  it? 
How  long  ago?" 

"Am  losing  all  count  of  tlllie  since  being 
overwhelmed.  Should  say  veree  recently, 
however.  The  horse  was  ridden  by  a  person 
who  urged  it  vehemently.  It  was  a  brown 
horse,  I  think." 

"Which  way  did  he  go?" 

"How  should  I  know?  He  went  away, 
knocking  me  over  in  transit  and  causing  mo 
great  distress." 
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"Was  he  armed?" 

"Two  arms.  With  one  he  ateeied  tlie 
animal.  With  the  other  he  urged  him 
thus." 

The  babu  described  in  pantomime  an 
imaginary  human  riding  for  his  life,  whom 
not  even  the  adroitest  police  officer  could 
recognize  as  Ranjoor  Singh,  even  had  he 
been  acquainted  with  the  risaldar-inajor. 
"Had  he  a  weapon  of  any  kind?" 
"Not  knowing,  would  prefer  to  say  noth- 
ing about  that.  It  was  with  the  horse— with 
the  rump  of  the  animal  that  he  hit  me,  and 
not  with  a  sword  of  any  kind." 

"Well,  you  had  better  come  with  mo  to 
the  office,  and  there  we'll  take  down  your 
deposition." 

"Am  I  arrested?" 
"No.  You're  a  witness." 
"On  the  contrary,  I  am  prosecutor!  I 
demand  as  stated  formerly  full  rigor  of  the 
law.  I  demand  capture  and  arrest,  together 
with  fine  and  imprisonment  of  party  assault- 
ing me,  failing  which  I  shall  address  com- 
plaint to  government !" 
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"Come  along.    We'll  talk  about  that  at 
the  office." 

So  the  babu  was  escorted  to  the  stuffy 
little  poUce  office,  whe;    he  was  made  to  sit 
on  a  bench  beside  f.r  native  witnesses  of 
other  crimes;  and  presently  he  was  called  to 
a  desk  at  which  a  native  clerk  presided. 
There  he  was  made  to  recite  his  story  again 
and  since  he  had  had  time  in  which  to,think,' 
he  told  a  most  amazing,  disconnecteJ  yam 
that  looked  even  more  untruthful  by  the 
tune  the  clerk  had  written  his  own  version 
of  It  on  a  sheet.    To  this  version  the  babu 
was  required  to  swear,  and  he  did  so  without 
a  blink. 

Then  there  was  more  delay,  while  some- 
body was  found  who  knew  him  and  could 
certify  to  his  address,  and  it  was  nearly 
evening  by  the  time  he  was  aUowed  to  go 
^ 

It  was  also  nearly  evening  when  a 
messenger  arrived  at  the  barracks  to  repoi-t 
the  death  of  a  Sikh  trooper  by  murder  in  the 
bazaar.  The  man's  name  and  regim^-ntal 
number  proved  him  to  have  been  one  of 
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D  Squadron's  men,  and  since  its  com- 
mander, Banjoor  Singh,  was  then  in  quar- 
ters, the  news  was  brought  to  him  at  once. 
"Killed  where?"  he  demanded;  so  they 
told  him. 

"Exactly  wnen  I" 

It  became  evident  to  Ranjoor  Singh  that 
there  had  been  some  truth  after  all  in  the 
babu's  tale.  The  verbal  precis  of  the  only 
witness,  given  from  memory,  about  a  man 
who  galloped  away  on  horseback,  threw  no 
light  at  all  on  the  case;  so,  because  he  could 
think  of  nothing  better  to  do  at  the  moment, 
the  risaldar-major  sent  for  a  tikka-gharri 
and  drove  down  to  the  morgue  to  identify 
the  body. 

On  the  way  back  from  the  morgue  he 
looked  in  at  the  police  station,  but  the  babu 
had  been  gone  some  ten  minutes  when  he 
arrived. 

The  poUce  could  tell  him  nothing.  It 
was  explained  that  the  crowd  directly  after 
the  murder  had  been  too  great  to  allow  any 
but  those  nearest  to  see  anything;  and  it 
was  admitted  that  the  crowd  had  been  sud- 
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denly  panic-stricken  and  had  scattered  be- 
fore the  police  could  secure  mtnesses.  So 
he  drove  away,  wondering,  and  ordered  the 
driver  to  follow  the  road  taken  by  the 
murdered  trooper. 

It  was  just  on  the  edge  of  evening,  when 
the  lighted  street-lamps  were  yet  too  pale 
to  show  distinctly,  that  he  passed  the  dis- 
used boarded  shop  and  saw,  on  the  side  of 
the  street  opposite,  the  babu  who  had 
brought  him  the  story  of  riot  that  afternoon. 
He  stopped  his  carriage  and  stepped  out.  On 
second  thought  he  ordered  the  carriage 
away,  for  he  was  in  plain  clothes  and  not 
likely  to  attract  notice;  and  he  had  a  sus- 
picion in  his  mind  that  he  might  care  to  in- 
vestigate a  little  ou  his  own  account.  He 
walked  straight  to  the  babu,  and  that  gentle- 
man eyed  him  with  ob^ous  distrust. 

"Did  you  see  my  frooper  murdered!" 
he  demanded;  for  he  had  learned  directness 
under  Colonel  Kirby,  and  applied  it  to  every 
difficulty  that  confronted  him. 

Natives  understand  directness  from  an 
Englishman,  and  can  parry  it;  but  from  an- 
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other  native  it  bewilders  them,  just  as  a  left- 
handed  swordsman  is  bewildered  by  another 
left-hander.    The  babu  blinked. 

"How  much  had  you  seen  when  you  ran 
to  warn  me  this  afternoon?" 

The  babu  looked  pitiful.  His  fat  de- 
fenseless body  was  an  absolute  contrast  to 
the  Sikh's  tall  manly  figure.  His  eye  was 
furtive,  glancing  ever  sidewise;  but  the 
Sikh  looked  straight  and  spoke  abruptly 
though  with  a  note  of  kindness  in  his  voice. 
"There  is  no  need  to  fear  me,"  he  said, 
smce  the  babu  would  not  answer.  "Speak! 
How  much  do  you  know?" 

So  the  babu  took  heart  of  grace,  produc- 
ing a  voice  from  somewhere  down  in  his 
enormous  stomach  and  saying,  of  course,  the 
very  last  thing  expected  of  him. 
"Grief  chokes  me  I"  he  asserted. 
"Take    care    that    I    choke    thee   not 
habuji!    I  have  asked  a  question.    I  am  no 
lawyer  to  maneuver  for  my  answer.    Did 
you  see  that  trooper  killed  ?" 

The  babu  nodded;  but  his  nod  was  not 
much  more  than  tentative.    He  could  have 
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denied  it  next  minute  without  calling  much 
on  his  imagination. 

"Ohl   Which  way  went  the  murderer f" 
"Grief  overwhelms  me!"  said  the  babu 
"Grief  for  what?" 

"For  my  money— my  good  money— my 
emoluments!" 

Direct  as  an  arrow  though  he  was  in  aU 
his  dealings,  Eanjoor  Singh  had  not  for- 
gotten how  the  Old  East  thinks.  He  recog- 
nized the  preliminaries  of  a  bargain,  and 
searched  his  mind  to  recall  how  much  money 
he  had  with  him;  to  have  searched  his 
pocket  would  have  been  too  puerile. 
"What  of  them?" 
"Lost!" 

"Where?    How?" 

"While  standing  here,  observing  move- 
ments  of  him  whom  I   suspected  to   be 
murderer,  a  person  unknown— possibly  a 
Sikh— perhaps  no1>-removed  money  sur- 
reptitiously from  my  person." 
"How  much  money?" 
"Rupees  twenty-five,  annas  eight,"  said 
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the  babu  unwinking.    He  neither  blushed 
nor  hesitated. 

"I  will  take  compassion  on  your  loss  and 
replace  five  rupees  of  it,"  said  Ranjoor 
Singh,  "when  you  have  told  me  which  way 
tne  murderer  went." 

"My  eyes  are  too  dim,  and  my  heart  too 
full  with  grief,"  said  the  babu.    "No  man's 
memory  works  under  such  conditions.  Now 
that  money ■"  ' 

"I  will  give  you  ten  rupees,"  said  Ran- 
joor Smgh. 

This  was  too  easy!  The  babu  was  pre- 
pared to  bargain  for  an  hour,  fighting  for 
rupee  after  rupee  until  his  wit  assured  him 
he  had  reached  the  limit.  Now  he  began  to 
believe  he  had  set  the  limit  far  too  low. 

"I  do  not  remember,"  he  said  slowly 
but  with  great  conviction,  scratching  at  his 
stomach  as  if  he  kept  his  recollections  stored 
there. 

"You    said    twenty-five    rupees,    eight 
annas?   Well,  I  will  pay  the  half  of  it,  and 
no  more,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh  in  a  new  voice 
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«iat  seemed  to  suggest  unutterable  things 

Moreover,  I  will  pay  it  when  I  have  proved 

thy  memory  true.    Now,  scratch  that  belly 

of  thme  and  let  the  thoughts  come  forthi" 

Nay,  sahib,  I  forget." 

Ranjoor  Singh  drew  out  his  purse  and 

counted  twelve  rupees  and  three  quarters 

into  the  pahn  of  his  hand. 

^'^'Which  way?"  he  demanded. 

"Twenty-five  rupees,  eight  annas  of 
earned  emolmnent-gone  while  I  watched 
the  movements  of  a  murderer  I    It  is  not 

thSgs!" ''''''  "'"'  ''"'*  '""^  ^^"'^-''- 
"See  here,  thou  bellyful  of  memories! 
Remember  and  tell  me,  or  I  return  this 
money  to  my  purse  and  march  thee  bv  the 
nape  of  thy  fat  neck  to  the  police  station, 
where  they  will  put  thee  in  a  cell  for  the 
night  and  jog  thy  memory  in  ways  the  police 
are  said  to  understand!  Speak!  Here,  take 
the  money!" 

The  babu  reached  out  a  fat  hand  and 
the  silver  changed  owners. 

"There!"  said  the  babu,  jerking  a  thumb 
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down 


over  his  right  shoulder, 
door!" 

"That    narrow    teak    door, 
passage?" 

But  the  babu  was  gone,  hurrying  as  if 
goaded  by  fear  of  hell  and  all  its  angels. 

Eanjoor  Singh  strode  across  the  street  in 
a  bee-line  and  entered  the  dark  passage. 
He  had  seen  the  yellow  light  of  a  lamp-flame 
through  a  chink  in  an  upper  shutter,  and  he 
intended  to  try  directness  on  the  problem 
once  again.  It  was  ten  full  paces  down  the 
passage  to  the  door;  he  counted  them,  finish- 
ing the  last  one  with  a  kick  against  the  panel 
that  would  have  driven  it  in  had  it  been  less 
than  teak. 

There  came  no  answer,  so  he  kicked 
agam.  Then  he  beat  on  the  door  with  his 
clenched  fists.  Presently  he  turned  his  back 
to  the  door  and  kept  up  a  steady  thunder 
on  It  with  his  heels.  And  then,  after  about 
five  minutes,  he  heard  movement  within 

He  congratulated  himself  then  that  the 
noise  he  had  made  had  called  the  attention 
of  passers-by  and  of  all  the  neighbors,  and 
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though  he  had  had  no  fear  and  no  other 
intention  than  to  enter  the  house  at  all  costs, 
he  certainly  had  that  much  less  compunction 
now. 

He  heard  three  different  bolts  drawn 
back,  and  then  there  was  a  pause.  He 
thought  he  heard  whispering,  so  he  resumed 
his  thunder.  Ahnost  at  once  there  followed 
the  unmistakable  squeak  of  a  big  beam  turn- 
ing on  its  pivot,  and  the  door  opened  about 
an  inch. 

He  pushed,  but  some  one  inside  pushed 
harder,  and  the  door  closed  again.  So  Rin- 
joor  Singh  leaned  all  his  weight  and  strength 
against  the  door,  drawing  in  his  breath  and 
shoving  with  aU  his  might.  Resistance 
ceased.  The  door  flew  inward,  as  it  had 
done  once  before  that  day,  and  closed  with  a 
bang  behind  him. 


Long  were  the  days  and  oh!  wicked  the  weather- 
Endless  and  thnnkless  the  round- 
Grinding  God's  Grit  into  rookies  together; 
I  was  the  upper  stone,  he  teas  the  nether.' 

And  Gad.  sir,  they  groaned  as  we  ground! 
Bitter  the  blame  (but  he  helped  me  to  bear  it). 

Grim  the  despair  that  we  ate! 
But  hell's  loose!    The  dam's  down,  and  none  can 

repair  it! 
•Tis  our  turn!    Go,  summon  my  brother  to  share 
it! 

His  squadron's  at  arms,  and  we  wait! 


CHAPTER  V 

A  REGIMENT  is  more  exacting  of  its 
colonel  than  ever  was  lady  of  her  lord ; 
the  more  truly  he  commands,  the  better  it 
loves  him,  until  at  last  the  regiment  swal- 
lows him  and  he  becomes  part  of  it,  in 
thought  and  word  and  deed.  Distractions 
such  as  polo,  pig-sticking,  tiger-shooting 
are  tolerable  insofar  as  they  steady  his  nerve 
and  train  his  hand  and  eye;  to  that  extent 
they,  too,  subserve  the  regiment  But  a 
woman  is  a  rival.  So  it  is  counted  no  sin 
against  a  cavalry  colonel  should  he  be  a 
bachelor. 

There  remained  no  virtue,  then,  in  the 
eyes  of  Outram's  Own  for  Colonel  Kirby  to 
acquire;  he  had  aU  that  they  could  imagine, 
besides  at  least  a  dozen  they  had  not 
imagined  before  he  came  to  them.  There 
was  not  one  black-bearded  gentleman  who 
couched  a  lance  behind  him  but  believed 
Colonel  Kirby  some  sort  of  super-man;  and 
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in  return,  Colonel  Kirby  found  the  regiment 
80  satisfying  that  there  was  not  even  a  lady 
on  the  sky-line  who  could  look  forward  to 
encroaching  on  tfie  regiment's  preserves. 

His  heart,  his  honor,  and  his  rar->  ability 
were  all  the  regiment's,  and  the  regiment 
knew  It;  so  he  was  studied  as  is  the  lot  of 
few.     His  servant  knew  which  shoes  he 
would  wear  on  a  Thursday  morning,  and 
would  have   them  ready;   the   mess-cook 
spiced  the  curry  so  exactly  to  his  taste  that 
more  than  one  cook-book  claimed  it  to  be  a 
species  apart  and  labeled  it  with  his  name. 
If  he  frowned,  the  troopers  knew  somebody 
had  tried  to  flatter  him;  if  he  smiled,  the 
regiment  grinned;  and  when  his  face  lacked 
all  expression,  though  his  eyes  were  more 
than   usually   quick,    officer,   non-commis- 
sioned officer  and  man  alike  would  sit  tight 
m  the  saddle,  so  to  speak,  and  gather  up 
their  reins. 

His  mood  %/as  recognized  that  afternoon 

as  he  drove  back  from  the  club  while  he  was 

yet   four  hundred  yards  away,   although 

twilight  was  closing  down.   The  waler  mare 
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—sixteen  three  and  a  half,  wit*-  -ne  white 
stocking  and  a  blaze  that  could  be  een  from 
the  sky-line— brought  lus  big  dog-cart 
through  the  street  mud  a\  a  speed  which 
would  have  insured  the  arrest  of  the  driver 
of  a  motor;  but  that,  if  anything,  was  a  sign 
of  ordinary  health 

Nor  was  the  way  he  took  the  comer  hy 
the  barrack  gate,  on  ore  wheel,  any 
criterion;  he  always  did  it,  just  as  he  never 
failed  to  acknowledge  the  sentry's  salute  by 
raising  his  whip.  It  needed  the  observant 
eyes  of  Outram's  Own  to  detect  the  rather 
strained  calmness  and  the  almost  inhumanly 
active  eye. 

"Beware!"  called  the  sentry,  while  he 
was  yet  three  hundred  yards  away.  "Be 
awake!" 

"Be  awake!  Be  awake!  Beware!" 
The  warning  went  from  lip  to  lip,  trooT> 
to  troop,  from  squadron  Ptables  on  to 
squadron  stables,  until  six  nundred  men 
were  ready  for  all  contingencies.  A  civilian 
might  not  have  recognized  the  difference, 
but  Kirby's  soldier  servant  awakened  from 
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his  nap  on  the  colonel's  door-mat  and 
straightened  his  turban  in  a  hurry,  per- 
fecUy  well  aware  that  there  was  something 
in  the  wind. 

It  was  too  early  to  dress  for  dinner  yet; 
too  late  to  dress  for  games  of  any  kind.  The 
servant  was  nonplussed.  He  stood  in  silence, 
awaiting  orders  that  under  ordinary  circum- 
stances, or  at  an  ordinary  hour,  would  have 
been  unnecessary.  But  for  a  while  no  orders 
-•ame.  The  only  sound  in  those  extremely 
unmarried  quarters  was  the  steady  drip  of 
water  into  a  flat  tin  bath  that  the  servant 
had  put  beneath  a  spot  where  the  roof 
leaked;  the  rain  had  ceased  but  the  ceiling 

cloth  still  drooped  and  drooled. 

Suddenly  Kirby   threw  himself  back- 
ward into  a  long  chair,  and  the  servant  made 

ready  for  swift  action. 

"Present  my  compliments  to  Risaldar- 

Major  Ranjoor  Singh  sahib,  and  ask  him  to 

be  good  enough  to  see  me  here." 

The  servant  sal- ted  and  was  gone.  Kirby 

relapsed  again  into  the  depth  of  the  chair. 

Staring  at  the  wall  in  front  of  him,  letting 
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his  eye  travel  from  one  to  another  of  the 
accurately  epaced-out  pictures,  pieces  of 
furniture  and  trophies  that  proclaimed  him 
unmarried.  There  was  nothing  whatever  in 
his  quarters  to  decoy  him  from  his  love 
There  were  polo  sticks  in  a  comer  where  a 
woman  would  have  placed  a  standard  lamp, 
and  where  the  flowers  should  have  stood  was 
a  chest  to  hold  horse-medicines.  There  was 
a  vague  smell  about  the  place  of  varnish 
polish  and  good  leather.  ' 

The  servant  was  back  again,  stiff  at  the 
salute,  within  five  minutes. 
"Ne  hat." 

"Not  there?  Not  where?  Not  in  his 
quarters?  Then  go  and  find  him.  Ask  where 
he  is.   Hurry!" 

So,  since  the  regiment  was  keyed  to 
watchfulness,  it  took  about  five  minutes 
more  before  it  was  known  that  Ranjoor 
Singh  was  not  in  barracks.  The  servant  re- 
turned to  report  that  he  had  been  seen  driv- 
ing toward  the  bazaar  in  a  fikka-gharn. 

Then  entered  Warrington,  the  adjutant, 
and  the  servant  was  dismissed  at  once 
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"Bad  business,"  said  Warrington,  look^ 
irg  thoroughly  cheerful, 
"What  now?" 

"One  of  Squadron  D's  men  murdered  in 
the  bazaar  this  afternoon.  Body's  in  the 
morgue  in  charge  of  the  police.  'Nother 
man  who  was  with  him  apparently  missing 
No  explanation,  and  the  p'lice  say  there 
aren't  any  clues." 

He  twisted  at  a  little  black  mustache 
and  began  to  hum. 

"Know  where  Ranjoor  Singh  is  by  any 
chance?"  asked  Kirby. 

"Give  me  three  guesses— no,  two.  One 
—he's  raising  hell  with  all  the  police  in 
Delhi.  Two— he's  at  the  scene  of  the  mur- 
der, doing  detective  work  on  his  own.  I 
heard  he'd  driven  away— and,  anyhow,  it's 
his  squadron.  Man's  probably  his  second 
cousin,  twenty  or  thirty  times  removed." 

"Send  somebody  to  find  him  I"  ordered 
Kirby. 

"Say  you  want  to  have  a  word  with 
him?" 

Kirby  nodded,  and  Warrington  swag- 
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gered  out,  humming  to  himself  exactly  as  he 
hoped  to  be  humming  when  his  last  grim 
call  should  come,  the  incarnation  of  ef- 
ficiency, awake  and  very  glad.  A  certain 
number  of  seconds  after  he  had  gone  two 
mounted  troopers  clattered  out  toward  the 
bazaar.  Ten  minutes  later  Warrington 
returned. 

"D  Squadron's  squattin'  on  its  hunkers 
in  rings  an'  lookin'  gloomy,"  he  said,  as  if 
he  were  announcing  some  good  news  that 
had  a  touch  of  humor  in  it.  "By  the  look 
of  'em  you'd  say  they'd  been  passed  over 
for  active  service  and  were  meditatin' 
matrimony." 

"By  gad,  Warrington  I  You  don't  know 
how  near  that  guess  is  to  the  truth  I" 

Kirby's  lips  were  smiling,  but  his  voice 
was  hard.  Warrington  glanced  quickly  at 
him  once  and  then  looked  serious. 

"You  mean " 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"Has  it  broken  yet?" 
"No." 

"Is  it  goin'  to  break?" 
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"Looks  like  it.  Looks  to  me  as  if  it's 
aU  been  prearranged.  Our  crowd  are  spar- 
ring for  time,  and  the  Prussians  are  all  in 
a  hurry.    Looks  that  way  to  me," 

"And  you  mean— there's  a  chance— even 
a  chance  of  us-of  Outram's  Own  bein'  out 
of  it?  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  are  you 
serious?" 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby,  and  Warrington's 
jaw  fell. 

"Any  details  that  are  not  too  confidential 
for  me  to  know?"  asked  Warrington. 
-    "TeU  you  all  about  it  after  I've  had  a 
word  with  Ranjoor  Singh." 

"Hadnt  I  better  go  and  help  look  for 
him?" 

"Yes,  if  you  like." 

So,  within  another  certain  number  of 
split  seconds,  Captain  Charlie  Warrington 
rode,  as  the  French  say,  belly-to-the-earth, 
and  the  fact  that  the  monsoon  chose  that 
instant  to  let  pour  another  Noah's  deluge 
seemed  to  make  no  difference  at  all  to  his 
ardor  or  the  pace  to  which  he  spurred  his 
horse. 
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An  angry  police  officer  grumbled  that 
night  at  the  club  about  the  arrogance  of  aU 
cavalrymen,  but  of  one  Warrington  in 
particular. 

"Wanted  to  know,  by  the  Big  Blue  Bull 
of  Bashan,  whether  I  knew  when  a  case  was 
serious  or  not!    Yes,  he  did!    Seemed  to 
think  the  murder  of  one  sowar  was  the  only 
crimmal  case  in  all  Delhi,  and  had  the  nerve 
to  invite  me  to  set  every  constable  in  what 
he  termed  my  parish  on  the  one  job.    What 
did  I  say?    Told  him  to  call  to-morrow  of 
course-said  I'd  see.    Gad!    You   should 
have  heard  him  swear  then— thought  his 
eyes   'ud  burn  holes  in  my  tunic.    Went 
careering  out  of  the  office  as  if  war  had  been 
declared." 

"Talking  of  war,"  said  somebody,  nurs- 
ing a  long  drink  under  the  swinging  punkah, 
"do  you  suppose " 

So  the  manners  of  India's  pet  cavalry 
were  forgotten  at  once  in  the  vortex  of  the 
only  topic  that  had  interest  for  any  one  in 
clubdom,  and  it  was  not  noticed  whether 
Warrington  or  his  colonel,  or  any  other 
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officer  of  native  cavalry  looked  in  at  the  club 
that  night. 

•         •         •         •         • 
Warrington  rode  into,  the  rain  at  the 
same  speed  at  which  he  had  galloped  to  the 
police    station,    overhauled    one    of    the 
mounted  troopers  whom  he  himself  had  sent 
in  search   of  Ranjoor   Singh,   rated  him 
soundly  in  Punjabi  for  loafing  on  the  way, 
and  galloped  on  with  the  troop-horse  labor- 
ing in  his  wake.    He  reined  in  abreast  of 
the  second  trooper,  who  had  halted  by  a 
cross-street  and  was  trying  to  appear  to 
enjoy  the  deluge. 

"Any  woM?"  asked  Warrington. 
"I  spoke  with  two  who  said  he  entered 
by  that  door— that  small  door  down  the  pass- 
age, sahib,  where  there  is  no  light.  It  is  a 
teak  door,  bolted  and  with  no  keyhole  on  the 
outside." 

"Good    for    you,"    said    Warrington, 

glancing  quickly  up  and  down  the  wet  street, 

where  the  lamps  gleamed  deceptively  in 

pools  of  running  water.    There  seemed  no- 
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body  in  sight;  but  that  is  a  bold  guess  in 
Delhi,  where  the  shadows  all  have  eyes. 

He  gave  a  quiet  order,  and  trooper  num- 
ber one  passed  his  reins  to  number  two. 

'Go  and  try  that  door.   Kick  it  in  if  you 
can— but  be  quick,  and  try  not  to  be  noisy  I" 
The  trooper  swung  out  of  the  saddle  and 
obeyed,  while  Warrington  and  the  other  man 
faced  back  to  back,  watching  each  way 
against  surprise.    In  India,  as  in  lands  less 
civilized,"  the  cavalry  are  not  allowed  to 
usurp  the  functions  of  police,  and  the  of- 
ficer or  man  who  tries  it  does  so  at  his  own 
risk.  There  came  a  sound  of  sudden  thunder- 
ing on  teak  that  ceased  after  two  minutes. 
"The  door  is  iout.    There  is  no  answer 
from  within,"  said  the  trooper. 

"Then  wait  here  on  foot,"  commanded 
Warrington.  "Get  under  cover  and  watch 
Stay  here  xmtil  you're  relieved,  unless  some- 
thing particularly  worth  reporting  happens  ; 
in  that  case,  hurry  and  report.  For  in- 
stance"-he  hesitated,  trying  to  imagine 
something  out  of  the  unimaginable— "sup- 
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pose  the  risaldar-major  were  to  come  out, 
then  give  him  the  message  and  come  home 
with  him.  But— oh,  suppose  the  place  takes 
fire,  or  there's  a  riot,  or  you  hear  a  fight  go- 
ing on  inside— then  hurry  to  barracks- 
understand  f" 

The  wet  trooper  nodded  and  saluted. 
"Get  into  a  shadow,  then,  and  keep  as  dry 
as  you  can,"  ordered  Warrington.    "Come 
on!"  he  called  to  the  other  man. 

And  a  second  later  he  was  charging 
through  the  street  as  if  ^3  rode  with  des- 
patches through  a  zone  of  rifle  fire.  Behind 
him  clattered  a  rain-soaked  trooper  and  two 
horses. 

Colonel  Kirby  stepped  out  of  his  bath- 
room just  as  Warrington  arrived,  and 
arranged  his  white  dress-tie  before  the  sit- 
ting-room mirror. 

"Looks  fishy  to  me,  sir,"  said  Warring- 
ton, hurrying  in  and  standing  where  the  rain 
from  his  wet  clothes  would  do  least  harm. 

There  was  a  space  on  the  floor  between 
two  tiger-skins  where  the  matting  was  a 
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mtle  threadbare.    Messengers,  orderlies  or 
servants  always  stood  on  that  spot.    After  a 
moment,  however,  Kirby's  servant  brought 
Warrington  a  bathroom  mat 
"How  d'ye  meant" 
Warrington  explained. 
"What  did  the  police  say?" 
"Said  they  were  busy." 
"Now,  I  could  go  to  the  club,"  mused 
Kirby,  "and  see  Hetherington,  and  have  a 
talk  with  him,  and  get  him  to  sign  a  search- 
warrant.    Armed  with  that,  we  could " 

"Perhaps  persuade  a  police  officer  to 
send  two  constables  with  it  to-morrow  morn- 
ing!" said  Warrington,  with  a  grin. 
"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"And  if  we  do  much  on  our  own  account 
we'll  fall  foul  of  the  Indian  Penal  Code, 
which  altereth  every  week,"  said  Warring- 
ton. 

"If  it  weren't  for  the  fact  that  I  particu- 
larly want  a  word  with  him,"  said  Kirby, 
giving  a  last  tweak  to  his  tie  and  reaching 
out  for  his  mess-jacket  that  the  servant  had 
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laid  on  a  chair,  "there'd  not  be  much 
ground  that  I  can  see  for  action  of  any  kind. 
He  has  a  right  to  go  where  he  likes." 

That  point  of  view  did  not  seem  to  have 
occurred  to  Warrington  before;  nor  did  he 
quite  like  it,  for  he  frowned. 

"On  the  other  hand,"  said  Kirby,  div- 
ing into  his  mess-jacket  and  shrugging  his 
neat  shoulders  until  they  fitted  into  it  as  a 
charger  fits  into  his  skin,  "under  the  circum- 
stances—and taking  into  consideration  cer- 
tain private  information  that  has  reached 
™^— if  I  were  supposed  to  be  behind  a  bolted 
door  in  the  bazaar,  I'd  rather  appreciate  it 
if  Ranjoor  Singh,  for  instance,  were  to-^h 
— take  action  of  some  kind," 
"Exactly,  sir." 

"Hallo— what's  that?" 

•         ♦  •         •  • 

A  motor-car,  driven  at  racing  speed, 
thundeied  up  the  lane  between  the  old 
stacked  cannon  and  came  to  a  panting  stand- 
still by  the  colonel's  outer  door.  A  gruff 
question  was  answered  gruffly,  and  a  man's 
step  sounded  on  the  veranda.  Then  the 
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servant  flung  the  door  wide,  and  a  British 
soldier  stepped  smartly  into  the  room, 
saluted  and  held  out  a  telegram. 

Kirby  tore  it  open.  His  eyes  blazed,  but 
his  hands  were  steady.  The  soldier  held  out 
a  receipt  book  and  a  pencil,  and  Kirby  took 
time  to  scribble  his  initials  in  the  proper 
place.  Warrington,  humming  to  himself, 
began  to  squeeze  the  rain  out  o*  his  tunic  to 
hide  impatience.  The  soldier  saluted,  faced 
about  and  hurried  to  the  waiting  car.  Then 
Kirby  read  the  telegram.  He  nodded  to 
Warrington.  Warrington,  his  iinger-ends 
pressed  tight  into  his  palms  and  his  fore- 
arms quivering,  raised  one  eyebrow. 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"War,  sir!" 

"War." 

"We're  under  orders?" 

"Not  yet.  It  says,  'War  likely  to  be 
general.  Be  ready.'  Here,  read  it  for 
yourself." 

"They  wouldn't  have  sent  us  that 
if " 

"Addressed  to  O.C.  troops.    They  had 
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those  ready  written  out  and  sent  one  to 
every  O.C.  on  the  list  the  second  they  knew." 
"Well,  sirt" 

"Leave  the  room,  Lai  Singh!" 
The  servant,  who  was  screwing  up  his 
courage  to  edge  nearer,  did  as  he  was  told. 
Kirby  stood  still,  facing  the  mirror,  with 
both  aims  behind  him. 

"They're  certain  to  send  native  Indian 
troops  to  Europe,"  he  said. 

"We're  ready,  sir!  We're  ready  to  a 
shoe-string  I    We  '11  go  first  I ' ' 

"We'll  be  last,  Warrington,  supposing 
we  go  at  all,  unless  we  find  Ranjoor  Singh  I 
They'll  send  us  to  do  police  work  in  Bengal, 
or  to  guard  the  Bombay  docks  and  watch 
the  other  fellows  go.  I'm  going  to  the  club. 
You'd  better  come  with  me.  Hurry  into 
dry  clothes."  He  glanced  at  the  clock. 
"We'll  just  have  time  to  drive  past  the  house 
where  you  say  he's  supposed  to  be,  if  you 
hurry." 

The  last  three  words  were  lost,  for  Cap- 
tain Warrington  had  turned  into  a  thunder- 
bolt and  disappeared;  the  noise  of  his  going 
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was  as  when  a  sudden  windstoiTO  slams  all 
the  doors  at  once.  A  moment  later  he  could 
be  beard  shouting  from  outside  his  quarters 
to  his  servant  to  be  ready  for  him. 

He  certainly  bathed,  for  the  noise  of  the 
tub  overturning  when  he  was  done  with  it 
was  unmistakable.  And  eight  minutes  after 
his  departure  he  was  back  again,  dressed, 
cloaked  and  ready. 

"Got  your  pistol,  sirt" 
"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"Thought  I'd  bring  mine  along.  You 
never  know,  you  know." 

Together  they  climbed  into  the  colonel's 
dog-cart,  well  smothered  under  waterproofs. 
Kirby  touched  up  another  of  his  road- 
devouring  walers,  the  sais  grabbed  at  the 
back  seat  and  jumped  for  his  life,  and  they 
shot  out  of  the  compound,  down  the  line  of 
useless  cannon  and  out  into  the  street,  tak- 
ing the  corner  as  the  honor  of  the  regiment 
required.  Then  the  two  big  side-lamps  sent 
their  shafts  of  light  straight  down  the 
metaled,  mudd"  road,  and  the  horse  settled 
down  between  them  to  do  his  equine 
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"demdest";  there  was  a  touch  on  the  reins 
he  recog^nized. 

•         •         •         •         # 

They  reached  the  edge  of  the  bazaar  to 
find  the  crowd  stirring,  although  strangely 
mute. 

"Theyni  have  got  the  news  in  an  hour 
from  now,"  said  Kirby.  "They  can  smell 
it  already." 

"Wonder  how  much  truth  there  is  in  all 
this  talk  about  German  merchants  and 
propaganda." 

"U-rrrrr-ummm!"  said  Kirby. 
' '  Steady,  sir  \   Look  out  I " 
The  near  wheel  missed  a  native  woman 
by  a  fraction  of  an  inch,  and  her  shrill 
scream  followed  them.    But  Kirby  kept  his 
eyes  ahead,  and  the  shadows  continued  to 
flash  by  them  in  a  swift  procession  until 
Warrington  leaned  forward,  and  then  Kirby 
leaned  back  against  the  reins, 
"There  he  is,  sir!" 

They  reined  to  a  halt,  and  a  drenched 
trooper  jumped  up  behind  to  kneel  on  the 
back  seat  and  speak  in  whispers. 
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"No  sign  of  him  at  all  t"  asked  Kirby. 

"No,  sahib.  But  there  has  been  a  light 
behind  a  shutter  above  there.  It  comes  and 
goes.   They  light  it  and  extinguish  it. " 

"Has  anybody  come  out  of  that  doort" 

"No,  sahib." 

"None  gone  int" 

"None." 

"Any  other  door  to  the  placet" 

"There  may  be  a  dozen,  sahib.  That  is 
an  old  house,  and  it  backs  up  against  six 
others." 

"What  we  suffer  from  in  this  country  is 
information,"  said  Warrington,  beginning 
to  hum  to  himself. 

But  Kirby  signed  to  the  trooper,  and  the 
man  began  to  scramble  out  of  the  cart. 

"Between  now  and  our  return,  report  to 
the  club  if  anything  happens,"  called 
W'rrington. 

The  whip  swished,  the  horse  shot 
forward,  a^d  they  were  off  again  as  if  they 
would  catch  up  with  the  hurrying  seconds. 
People  scattered  to  the  right  and  left  in 
front  of  them;  a  constable  at  a  street  cross- 
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me  blew  his  whistle  frantically;  once  the 
horse  slipped  in  a  deep  puddle,  and  all  but 
^e  to  earth;  but  they  reached  the  club 
without  mishap  and  drove  up  the  winding 
drive  at  a  speed  more  in  keeping  with 
convention.  ^    ^        " 

"Oh,  hallo,  Kirbyl   Glad  you've  comel" 
said  a  voice. 

"Evening,  sirl" 

Kirby  descended,  almost  into  the  arms 
of  a  general  in  evening  dress.  They  walked 
Hito  the  club  together,  leaving  the  adjutant 
wondering  what  to  do.  He  decided  to  fol- 
low them  at  a  decent  distance,  still  humming 
and^lookmg  happy  enough  for  six  men. 

You'll  be  among  the  first,"  said  the 
general.     "Are  you  ready.   Kirby-abso- 
lutely  ready?" 
"Yes." 

"The  wires  are  working  to  the  limit.  It 
isn  t  settled  yet  whether  troops  go  from  here 
via  Canada  or  the  Red  Sea-probably  won't 
be  until  the  Navy's  had  a  chance  to  clear 
the  road  All  ^^  .f's  known-yet-is  that 
Belgium's  invaded,  and  that  every  living 
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man  Jack  who  can  be  hurried  to  the  front 
in  time  to  keep  the  Germans  out  of  Paris 
will  be  sent.  Hold  yourself  ready  to  entrain 
any  minute,  Kirby." 

"Is  martial  law  proclaimed  yet?"  asked 
Kirby  in  a  voice  that  the  general  seemed 
to  think  was  atrained,  for  he  looked  around 
sharply. 

"Not  yet.    Why?" 

* '  Information,  sir.    Anything  else  ? ' ' 

"No.    Goodnight." 

"Good  night,  sir." 

Kirby  nearly  ran  into  Warrington  as 
he  hurried  back  toward  the  door. 

"Find  a  police  oflScerl"  he  ordered. 

"They  all  passed  you  a  minute  ago,  sir," 
answered  Warrington.  "They're  headed 
for  police  headquarters.  Heard  one  of  'em 
say  so." 

Kirby  pulled  himself  together.  A 
stranger  would  not  have  noticed  that  he 
needed  it,  but  Warrington  at  his  elbow  saw 
the  effort  and  was  glad. 

"Go  to  police  headquarters,  then,"  he 
ordered.   "Try  to  get  them  to  bring  a  dozen 
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men  and  search  that  house;  but  don't  say 
tliat  Ranjoor  Singh's  in  there." 
"Where 'U I  find  you,  sir?" 
"Barracks.  Oh,  by  the  way,  we're  a  sure 
thing  for  the  front." 

"I  knew  there  was  some  reason  why  I 

kept  feelin'  cheerful  I"  said  Warrington. 

The  nsaldar-major  looks  like  gettin'  left  " 

"Unless,"  saidKirby,  "you  can  get  the 

pohce  to  act  to-night-or  unless  martial 

law's  proclaimed  at  once,  and  I  can  think  of 

an  excuse  to  search  the  house  with  a  hundred 

men  myself.    Find  somebody  to  give  you  a 

lift.    So  long." 

Kirby  swung  into  his  dog-cart,  the  sais 
did  an  acrobatic  turn  behind,  and  again  the 
horse  proceeded  to  lower  records.    Zigzag- 
wise,  through  streets  that  were  growing 
more  and  yet  more  thronged  instead  of 
silent,  they  tore  barrackward,  missing  men 
by  a  miracle  every  twelve  yards.    Kirby's 
eyes  were  on  a  red  blotch,  now,  that  danced 
and  glowed  above  the  bazaar  a  mile  ahead. 
It  reminded  him  of  pain. 

Presently  the  horse  sniffed  smoke,  and 
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notified  as  much  before  settling  down  into 
his  stride  again.  The  din  of  hoarse  excite- 
ment reached  Kirby's  ears,  and  in  a  moment 
more  a  khaki  figure  leaped  out  of  a  shadow 
and  a  panting  trooper  snatched  at  the  back 
seat,  was  grabbed  by  the  sais,  and  swung  up 
in  the  rear.  ^• 

"Sahib " 

"All  right.  I  know, ' '  said  Kirby,  though 
he  did  not  know  how  he  knew. 

They  raced  through  another  dozen  streets 
until  the  glare  grew  blinding  and  the  smoke 
nearly  choked  him.  Then  they  were  stopped 
entirely  by  the  crowd,  and  Colonel  Kirby 
sat  motionless;  for  he  had  a  nearly  perfect 
view  of  a  holocaust.  The  house  in  which 
Ranjoor  Singh  was  supposed  to  be  was  so 
far  burned  that  little  more  than  the  walls 
was  standing. 


The  North  Wind  hails  from  the  Northern  mums, 

{His  voice  is  loud — oh,  listen  ye!) 
He  cried  of  death — the  death  he  knows — 

Of  the  mountain  death.  {Oh,  listen  ye!) 
Who  loolcs  to  the  North  for  love  loolcs  long! 
Who  goes  to  the  North  for  gain  goes  wrong! 
Men's  hearts  are  hard,  and  the  goods  belong 

To  the  strong  in  the  North!    {Oh,  listen  ye!) 
Whose  lot  is  fair — who  loves  his  life— 
Wallcs  wide,  stays  wide  of  the  Northern  knife! 

{Ye  men  o'  the  world,  oh,  listen  ye!) 

Yasmini's  Song. 


CHAPTER  VI 


'T^HERE  were  police  and  to  spare  now, 
±  nor  any  doubt  of  it.  Even  the  breath  of 
war's  beginning  could  not  keep  them  else- 
where when  a  fire  had  charge  in  the  densest 
quarters  of  the  danger  zone.  The  din  of 
ancient  Delhi  roared  skyward,  and  the  Delhi 
crowd  surged  and  fought  to  be  nearer  to 
the  flame;  but  the  police  already  had  a  cor- 
don around  the  building,  and  another  detach- 
ment was  forcing  the  swarms  of  men  and 
women  into  eddying  movement  in  which 
something  like  a  system  developed  presently, 
for  there  began  to  be  a  clear  space  in  which 
the  fire  brigade  could  work. 

"Any  bodies  recovered?"  asked  Colonel 
Kirby,  leaning  from  the  seat  of  his  high  dog- 
cart to  speak  to  the  English  fireman  who 
stood  sentry  over  the  water-plug. 

' '  No,  sir.   The  fire  had  too  much  headway 
before  the  alarm  went  in.  When  we  got  here 
the  whole  lower  part  was  red-hot." 
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"Any  means  of  escape  from  the  building 
from  the  rear?" 

"As  many  as  from  a  rat-run,  sir.  That 
house  is  as  old  as  Delhi— about;  and  there 
are  as  any  gaUeries  up  above  connecting 
with  houses  at  the  rear  as  there  are  run- 
holes  from  cellar  to  cellar." 

"Any  chance  for  anybody  down  in  the 
cellar?" 

"Doubt  it,  sir.  The  fire  started  there; 
the  water'U  do  what  the  fire  left  undone. 
Pretty  bad  trap,  sir,  I  should  say,  if  you 
asked  me." 

"No  reports  of  escape  or  rescue?" 

"None  that  I've  heard  tell  of." 

"And  the  house  seems  doomed,  eh?    Be 

some  days  before  they  can  sort  the  debris 

over?" 

Lucky  if  we  save  the  ten  houses  nearest 
it!   Look,  sir!    There  she  goes!" 

The  roof  fell  in,  sending  five  separate 
volumes  of  red  sparks  up  into  the  cloudy 
night  as  floor  after  floor  collapsed  beneath 
the  weight.  The  thunder  of  it  was  almost 
drowned  in  a  roar  of  delight,  for  the  crowd, 
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seiiBing  the  new  spirit  of  its  masters,  was  in 
a  mood  for  the  terrible.  Then  silence  fell, 
as  if  that  had  been  an  overture. 

Out  of  the  silence  and  through  the  sea 
of  hot  humanity,  the  white  of  his  dress-shirt 
showing  through  the  unbuttoned  front  of  a 
military  cloak,  Warrington  rode  a  borrowed 
Arab  pony,  the  pony's  owner's  sais  running 
beside  him  to  help  clear  a  passage.  War- 
rington was  still  humming  to  himself  as  he 
dismissed  both  sais  and  pony  and  climbed 
up  beside  Kirby  in  the  dog-cart. 

"If  Ranjoor  Singh's  in  that  house,  he's 
in  a  predicament,"  he  said  cheerfully.  "I 
went  to  police  headquarters,  and  the  first 
officer  I  spoke  to  told  me  to  go  to  heU.  So 
I  went  into  the  next  office,  where  all  the  big 
panjandrums  hide— and  some  of  the  little 
ones— and  they  told  me  what  you  know,  sir, 
that  the  house  is  in  flames  and  every  police- 
man who  can  be  spared  is  on  the  job,  so  I 
came  to  see.  If  Ranjoor  Singh's  in  there— 
but  I  don't  believe  he  is!" 
"Why  don't  you?" 

"I  don't  believe  the  Lord  'ud  send  us 
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active  service— not  a  real  red  war  against 
a  real  enemy — and  play  a  low-down  trick  on 
Ranjoor  Singh.  Ranjoor  Singh's  a  gentle- 
man. It  wouldn't  be  sportsmanlike  to  let 
him  die  before  the  game  begins." 

For  a  minute  or  two  they  watched  the 
sparks  go  up  and  the  crowd  striking  at  the 
rats  that  still  seemed  to  find  some  place  of 
exit. 

"There's  a  place  below  there  that  isn't 
red-hot  yet,"  said  Kirby.  "Those  rats  are 
not  cooked  through.  Did  you  tell  the  police 
that  you  wanted  a  search  warrant?" 

"Yes.  Might  as  well  argue  with  an  ant- 
heap.  AU  of  'em  too  busy  tryin'  for  com- 
missions in  the  Volunteers  to  listen.  They  've 
got  it  all  cut  an'  dried— somebody  in  the 
basement  upset  a  lamp,  according  to  them — 
nobody  up-stairs — ^nobody  to  turn  in  the 
alarm  until  the  fire  had  complete  charge  I 
They  offer  to  prove  it  when  the  fire's  out 
and  they  can  sort  the  ashes." 

"Um-m-m!    Tell  'em  a  trooper  of  ours 
saw  a  light  there  f" 
"Yes." 
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"What  did  they  sayt" 

"  'Doubtless  the  lamp  that  was  kicked 
over!' " 

Colonel  Kirby  clucked  to  his  horse  and 
worked  a  way  out  to  the  edge  of  the  crowd 
with  the  skiU  of  one  whose  business  is  to 
handle  men  in  quantity.  Then  he  shot  like 
a  dart  up  side  streets  and  made  for  barracks 
by  a  detour. 

"Gad!"  said  Warrington  suddenly. 

"Who's  told  'em  d'you  suppose?" 

"Dunno,  sir.    News  leaks  in  Delhi  like 
water  from  a  lump  of  ice." 

In  the  darkness  of  the  barrack  wall  there 
we:'e  more  than  a  thousand  men,  women  and 
children,  many  of  them  Sikhs,  who  clam- 
ored to  be  told  things,  and  by  the  gate  was  a 
guard  of  twenty  men  drawn  up  to  keep  the 
crowd  at  bay.  The  shrill  voices  of  the  women 
drowned  the  answers  of  the  native  officer  as 
well  as  the  noise  of  the  approaching  wheels, 
and  the  guard  had  to  advance  into  the  road 
to  clear  a  way  for  its  colonel. 

The  native  officer  saluted  and  grinned. 
"Is  it  true,  sahib?"  he  shouted,  and 
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Kirby  raised  his  whip  in  the  affirmative. 
From  that  instant  the  guard  began  to  make 
more  noise  than  the  crowd  beyond  the  wall. 

Kirby  whipped  his  horse  and  took  the 
drive  that  led  to  his  quarters  at  a  speed  there 
was  no  overhauling.  He  wanted  to  be  alone. 
But  his  senior  major  had  forestalled  him  and 
was  waiting  by  his  outer  door. 

"Oh,  hallo,  Brammle.   Yes,  come  in." 

"Is  it  peace,  Jehuf"  asked  Brammle. 

"War.  We'll  be  the  first  to  go.  No,  no 
route  yet — ^likely  to  get  it  any  minute." 

"Ill  bet,  then.  Bet  you  it's  Bombay — a 
P.  and  O.— Red  Sea  and  Marseilles!  Oh, 
who  wouldn't  be  light  cavalry?  First-class 
all  the  way,  first  aboard,  and  first  crack  at 
'em I   Any  orders,  sir?" 

"Yes.  Take  charge.  I'm  going  out,  and 
Warrington's  going  with  me.  Don't  know 
how  long  well  be  gone.  If  anybody  asks  for 
me,  tell  him  111  be  back  soon.  Tell  the 
men." 

"Somebody's  told 'em— listen!" 
"Tell  'em  that  whoever  misbehaves  from 
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now  forward  will  be  left  behind.   Give  'em 
my  definite  promise  on  that  point  I" 
"Anything  else,  sirt" 
"No." 

"Then  see  you  later." 
"See  you  later." 

The  major  went  away,  and  Kirby  turned 
to  his  adjutant 

"Go  and  order  the  closed  shay,  War- 
rington. Pick  a  driver  who  won't  talk. 
Have  some  grub  sent  in  here  to  me,  and  join 
me  at  it  in  half  an  hour ;  say  fifteen  minutes 
later.    IVe  some  things  to  see  to." 

Kirby  wanted  very  much  to  be  alone. 
The  less  actual  contact  a  colonel  has  with  his 
men,  and  the  more  he  has  with  his  officers, 
the  better— as  a  rule;  but  it  does  not  pay  to 
think  in  the  presence  of  either.  Officers  and 
men  alike  should  know  him  as  a  man-who- 
has-thought,  a  man  in  whose  voice  is  neither 
doubt  nor  hesitation. 

Thirty  minutes  later  Warrington  found 
him  just  emerging  from  a  brown  study. 
"India's  all  roots-in-the-air  an'  danc- 
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in' I"  he  remarked  cheerfully.  "There  was 
a  babu  sittm'  by  the  barrack  gate  who  ofiFera 
to  eat  a  Qerman  a  day,  as  long  as  well  catch 
'em  for  him.  He's  the  same  man  that  was 
tryin'  for  a  job  as  clerk  the  other  day." 

"Fat  man!" 

"Very." 

"Uh-h-hl  No  credentials— bad  hati 
Send  him  packing?" 

"The  guard  did." 

Food  was  laid  on  a  small  table  by  a  silent 
servant  who  had  eyes  in  the  back  of  his  head 
and  ears  that  would  have  caught  and 
analyzed  the  lightest  whisper;  but  the 
colonel  and  his  adjutant  ate  hurriedly  in 
silcLce,  and  the  only  thing  remarkable  that 
the  servant  was  able  to  report  to  the  '•igi- 
ment  afterward  was  that  both  drank  only 
water.  Since  all  Sikhs  are  supposed  to  be 
abstainers  from  strong  drink,  that  was 
accepted  as  a  favorable  omen. 

The  shay  arrived  on  time  to  the  second. 

It  was  the  only  closed  carriage  the  regiment 

owned — a  heavy  C-springed  landau  thing, 

taken  over  from  the  previous  mesa.    The 
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colonel  peered  through  outer  darkness  at 
the  box  seat,  but  the  driver  did  not  look 
toward  him;  all  he  could  see  was  that  there 
was  only  one  man  on  the  box. 

"Where  to?"  asked  Warrington. 

"The  club." 

Warrington  jumped  in  after  him,  ond  the 
driver  sent  his  pair  straining  at  the  traces 
as  if  they  had  a  gun  behind  them.  Three 
hundred  yaros  beyond  the  barrack  wall 
Colonel  Kirby  knelt  on  the  front  seat  and 
poked  the  driver  from  behind. 

"Oh!  You?"  he  remarked,  as  he  recog- 
nized a  native  risaldar  of  D  Squadron. 
Until  the  novelty  wears  off  it  would  discon- 
cert any  man  to  discover  suddenly  that  his 
coachman  is  a  troop  commander. 

"D'you  know  a  person  named  Yasmini  ?" 
he  asked. 

"Who  does  not,  sahib f" 
"Drive  us  to  her  house— in  a  hurry  1" 
The  immediate  answer  was  a  plunge  as 
the  whip  descended  on  both  horses  and  the 
heavy  carriage  began  to  sway  like  a  boat  in 
a  beam-sea  swell.    They  tore  through  streets 
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that  were  living  streams  of  human  beings — 
streams  that  split  apart  to  let  them  through 
and  closed  like  water  again  behind  them. 
With  his  spurred  heels  on  the  front  seat, 
Warrington  hummed  poftly  to  himself  as 
ev(r,  happy,  so  long  as  there  were  only 
action. 

"I've  heard  India  spoken  of  as  dead," 
he  remarked  after  a  while.  "Gad I  Look  at 
that  color  against  the  darkness!" 

"If  Ranjoor  Singh  is  dead,  I'm  going 
to  know  it!"  said  Colonel  Kirby.  "And  if 
he  isn't  dead,  I'm  going  to  dig  him  out  or 
know  the  reason  why.  There's  been  foul 
play,  Warrington.  I  happen  to  know  that 
Ranjoor  Singh  has  been  suspected  in  a  cer- 
tain quarter.  Incidentally,  I  staked  my  own 
reputation  on  his  honesty  this  afternoon. 
And  besides,  we  can't  afford  to  lose  a  wing 
commander  such  as  he  is  on  the  eve  of  the 
real  thing.   We  've  got  to  find  him  I ' ' 

Once  or  twice  as  they  flashed  by  a  street- 
lamp  they  were  recognized  as  British  offi- 
cers, and  then  natives,  who  would  have  gone 
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to  some  trouble  to  seem  in  olent  a  le.v  hours 
before,  stopped  to  half-ti.rr!  and  sa  \tam  to 
them. 

"Wonder  how  they'd  like  German  rule 
for  a  change?"  mused  Warrington. 

"India  doesn't  often  wear  her  heart  on 
her  sleeve,"  said  Kirby. 

"It's  there  to-night!"  said  Warrington. 
"India's  awake,  if  this  is  Delhi  and  not  a 
nightmare  I  India 's  makin '  love  to  the  Brit- 
ish soldier-man!" 

They  tore  through  a  city  that  is  poly- 
chromatic in  the  daytime  and  by  night  a 
dream  of  phantom  silhouettes.  But,  that 
night,  day  and  night  were  blended  in  one 
uproar,  and  the  Chandni  Chowk  was  at  flood- 
tide,  wave  on  wave  of  excited  human 
beings  pouring  into  it  from  a  hundred  by- 
streets and  none  pouring  out  again. 

So  the  risaldar  drove  across  the  Chandni 
Chowk,  fighting  his  way  with  the  aid  of  whip 
and  voice,  and  made  a  wide  circuit  through 
dark  lanes  where  groups  of  people  argued 
at  the  comers,  and  sometimes  a  would-be 
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holy  man  preached  that  the  end  of  the  world 
had  come. 

♦  «  •  »  » 

They  reached  Yasmini's  from  the  comer 
farthest  from  the  Chandni  Chowk,  and 
sprang  out  of  the  carriage  the  instant  that 
the  risaldar  drew  rein. 

"Wait  within  call!"  commanded  Kirby, 
and  the  risaldar  raised  his  whip. 

Then,  with  his  adjutant  at  his  heels, 
Colonel  Kirby  dived  through  the  gloomy 
opening  in  a  wall  that  Yasmini  de\  ised  to 
look  as  little  like  an  approach  to  her — or 
heaven — as  possible. 

"Wonder  if  he's  brought  us  to  the  right 
place?"  he  whispered,  sniffing  into  the 
moldy  darkness. 

"Dunno,  sir.  There 're  stairs  to  your 
left." 

They  caught  the  sound  of  faint  flute 
music  on  an  upper  floor,  and  as  Kirby  felt 
cautiously  for  his  footing  on  the  lower  step 
Warrington  began  to  whistle  softly  to  him- 
self. Next  to  war,  an  adventure  of  this  kind 
was  the  nearest  he  could  imagine  to  sheer 
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bliss,  and  it  was  all  he  could  do  to  contrive 
to  keep  from  singing. 

The  heavy  teak  stairs  creaked  under  their 
joint  weight,  and  though  their  eyes  could  not 
penetrate  the  upper  blackness,  yet  they  both 
suspected  rather  than  sensed  some  one  wait- 
ing for  them  at  the  top. 

Kirby's  right  hand  instinctively  sought 
a  pocket  in  his  cloak.  "Warrington  felt  for 
his  pistol,  too. 

For  thirty  or  more  seconds — say,  three 
steps — ^they  went  up  like  conspirators,  try- 
ing to  move  silently  and  holding  to  the  rail ; 
then  the  absurdity  of  the  situation  appealed 
to  both,  and  without  a  word  said  each 
stepped  forward  like  a  man,  so  that  the 
staircase  resounded. 

They  stumbled  on  a  little  landing  after 
tw.nty  steps,  and  wasted  about  a  minute 
knocking  on  what  felt  like  the  panels  of  a 
door;  but  then  Warrington  peered  into  the 
gloom  higher  up  and  saw  dim  light. 

So  they  essayed  a  second  flight  of  stairs, 
in  single  file  as  before,  and  presently — when 
they  had  climbed  some  ten  steps  and  had 
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turned  to  negotiate  ten  more  that  ascended 
at  an  angle — a  curtain  moved  a  little,  and 
the  dim  light  changed  to  a  sudden  shaft  that 
nearly  blinded  them. 

Then  a  heavy  black  curtain  was  drawn 
back  on  rings,  and  a  hundred  lights,  reflected 
in  a  dozen  mirrors,  twinkled  and  flashed 
before  them  so  that  they  could  not  tell  which 
way  to  turn.  Somewhere  there  was  a  glass- 
bead  curtain,  but  there  were  so  many  mirrors 
that  they  could  not  tell  which  was  the  cur- 
tain and  which  were  its  reflections. 

The  curtains  all  parted,  and  from  the 
midst  of  each  there  stepped  a  little  nut- 
brown  maid,  who  seemed  too  lovely  to  be 
Indian.  Even  then  they  could  not  tell  which 
was  maid  and  which  reflections  until  she 
spoke. 

"Will  the  sahibs  give  their  names!"  she 
asked  in  Hindustani;  and  her  voice  sug- 
gested flutes. 

She  smiled,  and  her  teeth  were  whiter 
than  a  pipe-clayed  sword-belt;  there  is  noth- 
ing on  earth  whiter  than  her  teeth  were. 
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"Colonel  Kirby  and  Captain  Warring- 
ton, "said  Kirby. 

"Will  the  sahibs  state  their  business?" 
"Nol" 

"Then  whom  do  the  sahibs  seek  to 
see?" 

"Does  a  lady  live  here  named  Yasmini  ?" 

"Surely,  sahib." 

"I  wish  to  talk  with  her." 

A  dozen  little  maids  seemed  to  step  back 
through  a  dozen  swaying  curtains,  and  a 
second  later  for  the  life  of  them  they  could 
neither  of  them  tell  through  which  it  was 
that  the  music  came  and  the  smell  of  musk 
and  sandal-smoke.  But  she  came  back  and 
beckoned  to  them,  laughing  over  her 
shoulder  and  holding  the  middle  curtain 
apart  for  them  to  follow. 

So,  one  after  the  other,  they  followed  her, 
Kirby — as  became  a  seriously-minded  col- 
onel on  the  eve  of  war — feeling  out  of  place 
and  foolish,  but  Warrington,  possessed  by 
such  a  feeling  of  curiosity  as  he  had  never 
before  tasted. 

117 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 


The  heat  inside  the  room  they  entered 
was  oppressive,  in  spite  of  a  great  open  win- 
dow at  which  sat  a  dozen  maids,  and  of  the 
punkahs  swinging  ove-head,  so  Kirby  undid 
his  cloak  and  walked  revealed,  a  soldier  in 
mess  dress. 

"Look  at  innocence  aware  of  itself!" 
whispered  Warrington. 

"fehut  upl"  commanded  Kirby,  striding 
forward. 

A  dozen— perhaps  more — hillmen,  of 
three  or  four  different  tribes,  had  sat  back 
against  one  wall  and  looked  suspicious 
when  they  entered,  but  at  sight  of  Kirby 's 
military  clothes  they  had  looked  alarmed 
and  moved  as  if  a  whip  had  been  cracked 
not  far  away.  The  Northern  adventurer 
does  not  care  to  be  seen  at  his  amusements, 
nor  does  he  love  to  be  looked  in  on  by  men  in 
uniform. 

But  the  little  maid  beckoned  them  on, 
still  showing  her  teeth  and  tripping  in  front 
of  them  as  if  a  gust  of  wind  were  blowing 
her.  Her  motion  was  that  of  a  dance  re- 
duced to  a  walk  for  the  sake  of  decorum. 
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Through  another  glass-bead  curtain  at 
the  farther  end  of  the  long  room  she  led  them 
to  a  second  room,  all  hung  about  with  silks 
and  furnished  with  deep-cushioned  divans. 
There  were  mirrors  in  this  room,  too,  so  that 
Kirby  laughed  aloud  to  see  how  incongruous 
and  completely  out  of  place  he  and  his  ad- 
jutant looked.  His  gruff  laugh  came  so  sud- 
denly that  the  maid  nearly  jumped  out  of 
her  skin. 

"Will  the  sahibs  be  seated?"  she  asked 
almost  in  a  whisper,  as  if  they  had  half- 
frightened  the  life  out  of  her,  and  then  she 
ran  out  of  the  room  so  quickly  that  they  were 
only  aware  of  the  jingling  curtain. 

So  they  sat  down,  Kirby  trying  the 
cushions  with  his  foot  until  he  found  some 
firm  enough  to  allow  him  to  retain  his  dig- 
nity. Cavalry  dress-trousers  are  not  built 
to  sprawl  on  cushions  in;  a  man  should  sit 
reasonably  upright  or  else  stand. 

"I'll  say  this  for  myself,"  he  gruntet^., 
as  he  settled  into  place,  "it's  the  first  time 
in  my  life  I  was  ever  inside  a  native  woman's 
premises," 
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Warrington  did  not  commit  himself  to 
speech. 

They  sat  for  five  minutes  looking  about 
them,  Warrington  beginning  to  be  bored, 
but  Kirby  honestly  interested  by  the  splen- 
dor of  the  hangings  and  the  general  atmos- 
phere of  Eastern  luxury.  It  was  Warring- 
ton who  grew  imeasy  first 

"Peel  as  if  any  one  was  lookin'  at  you, 
sir?"  he  asked  out  of  one  side  of  his  mouth. 
And  then  Kirby  noticed  it,  and  felt  his  coUar 
awkwardly. 

In  all  the  world  there  is  nothing  so  well 
calculated  to  sap  a  man's  prepossession  as 
the  feeling  that  he  is  secretly  observed. 
There  was  no  sound,  no  movement,  so  sign 
of  any  one,  and  Warrington  looked  in  the 
mirrors  keenly  while  he  pretended  to  be 
interested  in  his  little  mustache.  Yet  the 
sweat  began  to  run  down  Colonel  Kirby 's 
temples,  and  he  felt  at  his  collar  again  to 
make  sure  that  it  stood  upright 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "I  do.   I'm  going  to  get 
up  and  walk  about." 

He  paced  the  length  of  the  long  room 
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twice,  turning  quickly  at  each  end,  but 
detecting  no  movement  and  no  eyes.  Then 
he  sat  down  again  beside  Warrington;  but 
the  feeling  still  persisted. 

Suddenly  a  low  laugh  startled  them,  a 
delicious  laugh,  full  of  camaraderie,  that 
would  have  disarmed  the  suspicion  of  a  wolf. 
Just  as  unexpectedly  a  curtain  less  than  a 
yard  away  from  Kirby  moved,  and  she  stood 
before  them— Yasmini.  She  could  only  be 
Yasmini.  Besides,  she  had  jasmine  flowers 
worked  into  her  hair. 

Like  a  pair  of  bull  buffaloes  startled  from 
their  sleep,  the  colonel  and  his  adjutant 
shot  to  their  feet  and  faceu  her,  and  to  their 
credit  let  it  be  recorded  that  they  dropped 
their  eyes,  both  of  them.  They  felt  like 
bounders.  They  hated  themselves  for  break- 
ing in  on  such  loveliness. 

"Will  the  sahibs  not  be  seated  again?" 
she  asked  them  in  a  velvet  voice ;  and,  sweat- 
ing in  the  neck,  they  each  sat  down. 

Now  that  the  first  feeling  of  impropriety 
had  given  way  to  curiosity,  neither  had  eyes 
foranj-thingbuther.   Neither  had  ever  seen 
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anything  so  beautiful,  so  fascinating,  so 
impudently  lovely.  She  was  laughing  at 
them;  each  knew  it,  yet  neither  felt  resent- 
ful. 

"Well!"  she  asked  in  Hindr-'tani,  and 
arched  her  eyebrows  questioningly. 

And  Colonel  Kirby  stammered  because 
she  had  made  him  think  of  his  mother,  and 
the  tender  prelude  to  a  curtain  lecture.  Yet 
this  woman  was  not  oid  enough  to  have  been 
his  wife  I 

"I — ^I — I  came  to  ask  about  a  friend  of 
mine — ^by  name  Bisaldar-Major  Banjoor 
Singh.    I  understand  you  know  him?" 

She  nodded,  and  Kirby  fought  with  a 
desire  to  let  his  mind  wander.  The  subtle 
hypnotism  that  the  East  knows  how  to  stage 
and  use  was  creeping  over  him.  She  stood 
so  close!  She  seemed  so  like  the  warm  soft 
spirit  of  all  womanhood  that  only  the 
measured  rising  and  falling  of  her  bosom, 
under  the  gauzy  drapery,  made  her  seem 
hmnan  and  not  a  spirit.  Subtly,  ever  so 
cunningly,  she  had  contrived  to  touch  a  chord 
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in  Colonel  Kirby's  heart  that  he  did  not 
know  lived  any  more.  Warrington  was 
speechleBS;  he  could  not  have  trusted  himself 
to  speak.  She  had  touched  another  chord  in 
him. 

"He  came  here  more  than  once,  or  so 
I've  been  given  to  understand,"  said  Kirby, 
and  his  own  voice  startled  him,  for  it  seemed 
harsh.  "He  is  said  to  have  listened  to  a 
lecture  here — I  was  told  the  lecture  was 
delivered  by  a  German— and  there  was  some 
sort  of  a  fracas  outside  in  the  street  after- 
ward. I'm  told  some  of  his  squadron  were 
near,  and  they  thrashed  a  man.  Now,  Ran- 
joor  Singh  is  missing." 

"So?"  said  Yasmini,  arching  her  whole 
lithe  body  into  a  setting  for  the  prettiest 
yawn  that  Kirby  had  ever  seen.  "So  the 
Jat  is  missing  I  Yes,  he  came  here,  sahib. 
He  was  never  invited,  but  he  came.  He  sat 
here  saying  nothing  until  it  suited  bim  to 
sit  where  another  man  was ;  then  he  struck 
the  other  man — so,  with  the  sole  of  his  foot 
— and  took  the  man's  place,  and  heard  what 
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he  came  to  hear.  Later,  outside  in  the  street, 
he  and  his  men  set  on  the  Afridi  whom  he 
had  struck  with  his  foot  and  beat  him." 

"I  have  heard  a  variation  of  that,"  said 
Kirby. 

"Have  you  ever  heard,  sahib,  that  he  who 
strikes  the  wearer  of  a  Northern  knife  is  like 
to  feel  that  knife?  So  Ranjoor  Singh,  the 
Jat,  is  missing?" 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby,  frowning,  for  he  was 
not  pleased  to  hear  Ranjoor  Singh  spoken 
of  slightingly.  A  Jat  may  be  a  good  enough 
man,  and  usually  is,  but  a  Sikh  is  a  Jat  who 
is  better. 

"And  if  he  is  missing,  what  has  that  to 
do  with  me?"  asked  Yasmini. 

"I  have  heard — ^men  say — " 

"Yes?"  she  said,  laughing,  for  it  amused 
her  almost  more  than  any  other  thing  to  see 
dignity  disarmed. 

"Men  say  that  you  know  most  of  what 
goes  on  in  Delhi " 

"And ?"  She  was  Impudence  ar- 
rayed in  gossamer. 

Colonel  Kirby  pulled  himself  together; 
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after  all,  it  was  not  for  long  that  anything 
less  than  an  army  corps  could  make  him  feel 
unequal  to  a  situation.  This  woman  was  the 
loveliest  thing  he  had  ever  seen,  but  .  .  , 

"I've  come  to  And  out  whether  Ranjoor 
Singh's  alive  or  dead,"  he  said  sternly, 
"and,  if  he's  alive,  to  take  him  away  with 
me." 

She  smiled  as  graciously  as  evening 
smiles  on  the  seeded  plains,  and  sank  on  to 
a  divan  with  the  grace  it  needs  a  life  of  danc- 
ing to  bestow. 

"Sahib,"  she  said,  with  a  suddenly  as- 
sumed air  of  candidness,  "they  have  told  the 
truth.  There  is  little  that  goes  on  in  Delhi 
—in  the  world— that  I  can  not  hear  of  if  I 
will.  The  winds  of  the  world  flow  in  and 
out  of  these  four  walls." 

"Then  where  is  Ranjoor  Singh?"  asked 
Colonel  Kirby. 

She  did  not  hesitate  an  instant.  He  was 
watching  her  amazing  eyes  that  surely  would 
have  betrayed  her  had  she  been  at  a 
moment's  loss;  they  did  not  change  nor 
darken  for  a  second. 
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"How  much  does  the  sahib  know  al- 
ready!" she  asked  cahnly,  as  if  she  wished 
to  spare  him  an  unnecessary  repetition  of 
mere  beginnings. 

"A  trooper  of  D  Squadron— that's 
Eanjoor  Singh's,  squadron— was  murdered 
in  the  bazaar  this  afternoon.  The  risaldar- 
major  went  to  the  morgue  to  identify  the 
body— drove  through  the  bazaar,  and  possi- 
bly discovered  some  clue  to  the  murderer. 
At  all  events,  he  is  known  to  have  entered 
a  house  in  the  bazaar,  and  that  house  is  now 
in  flames." 

"The  sahib  knows  that  much?  And  am 
I  to  quell  the  flames?"  asked  Tasmini. 

She  neither  sat  nor  lay  on  the  divan.  She 
was  curled  on  it,  leaning  on  an  elbow,  like 
an  imp  from  another  world. 

"Who  owns  that  house?"  asked  Kirby, 
since  he  could  think  of  nothing  else  to  ask. 

"That  is  the  House-of-the-Eight-Half- 
brothers,"  said  Tasmini.  "He  who  built 
it  had  eight  wives,  and  a  son  by  each.  That 
was  ages  ago,  and  the  descendants  of  the 
eight  half-brothers  are  all  at  law  about  the 
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ownership.     There  are  many  stories  told 
about  that  house." 

Suddenly  she  broke  into  laughter,  leaning 
on  her  hand  and  mocking  them  as  Puck 
mocked  mortals.  A  man  could  not  doubt 
her.  Colonel  and  adjutant,  both  men  who 
had  seen  grim  service  and  both  gelf- 
possesged  as  a  rule,  knew  that  she  could  read 
clean  through  them,  and  that  from  the  bot- 
tom of  her  deep,  wise  soul  she  was  amused. 
"I  am  from  the  North,"  she  said,  "and 
the  North  is  cold ;  there  is  little  mercy  in  the 
hills,  and  I  was  weaned  amid  them.  Yet— 
would  the  sahib  not  better  beg  of  me?" 

"How  d'ye  mean?"  asked  Kirby,  sur- 
prised into  speaking  English. 

"Three  days  ago  there  came  a  wind  that 
told  me  of  war— of  a  world-war,  surely  not 
this  time  stillborn.  Two  years  ago  the  same 
wind  brought  me  news  of  its  conception, 
though  the  talk  of  the  world  was  then  of 
universal  peace  and  of  horror  at  a  war  that 
was.  Now,  to-night,  this  greatest  war  is 
loose,  born  and  grown  big  within  three  days, 
but  conceived  two  years  ago — ^Russia,  Ger- 
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man7,  Austria,  France  are  fighting— is  it 
not  so?   Am  I  wrong?" 

"I  came  to  ask  about  Ranjoor  Singh," 
said  Colonel  Kirby,  twisting  at  his  closely 
cropped  mustache. 

There  was  a  hint  of  iron  in  his  voice,  and 
he  was  obviously  not  the  man  to  threaten 
and  not  fulfil.  But  she  laughed  in  his  face. 
"All  in  good  time!"  she  answered  him. 
"You  shall  beg  for  your  Ranjoor  Singh,  and 
then  perhaps  he  shall  step  forth  from  tlie 
burning  house!  But  first  you  shall  know 
Mhy  you  must  beg." 

She  clapped  her  hands,  and  a  maid  ap- 
peared. She  gave  an  order,  and  the  maid 
brought  sherbet  that  Kirby  snifted  sus- 
piciously before  tasting.  Again  she  laughed 
deliciously. 

"Does  the  sahib  think  that  he  could 
escape  alive  from  this  room  did  I  will  other- 
wise ?"  she  asked.  "Would  I  need  to  drug— 
I  who  have  so  many  means?" 

Now,  it  is  a  maxim  of  light  cavalry  that 
the  best  means  of  defense  lies  in  attack;  a 
threat  of  force  should  be  met  by  a  show  of 
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force,  and  force  by  something  quicker. 
Kirby's  eyes  and  his  adjutant's  met.  Each 
felt  for  his  hidden  pistol.  But  she  laughed 
at  them  with  mirth  that  was  so  evidently 
unassumed  that  they  blushed  to  their  ears. 

"Look!"  she  said;  and  they  looked. 

Two  great  gray  cobras,  male  and  female, 
swayed  behind  them  less  than  a  yard  away, 
balanced  for  the  strike,  hoods  raised.  The 
awful,  ugly  black  eyes  gleamed  with  malice. 
And  a  swaying  cobra's  head  is  not  an  easy 
thing  to  hit  with  an  automatic-pistol  bullet, 
supposing,  for  wild  imagination's  sake,  that 
the  hooded  devil  does  not  strike  first. 

"It  is  not  wise  to  movel"  purred 
Yasmini. 

They  did  not  see  her  make  any  sign, 
though  she  must  have  made  one,  for  their 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  swaying  snakes,  and 
their  brains  were  active  with  the  problem  of 
whether  to  try  to  s>">ot  or  not.  It  seemed 
to  them  that  the  snakes  reached  a  resolution 
first,  and  struck.  And  in  the  same  instant 
as  each  drew  his  pistol  the  hooded  messen- 
gers of  death  were  jerked  out  of  sight  by 
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hands  that  snatched  at  horsehair  from  be- 
hind the  hangings, 

"I  have  many  such!"  smiled  Tasmini, 
and  they  turned  to  meet  her  eyes  again, 
hoping  she  could  not  read  the  fear  in  theirs! 
"But  that  is  not  why  the  sahib  shall  beg  of 
me."  Kirby  was  not  too  overcome  to  notice 
the  future-tense.  ' '  That  is  only  a  reason  why 
the  sahibs  should  forget  their  Western  man- 
ners. But— if  the  pistols  please  the 
sahibs " 

They  stowed  their  pistols  away  again  and 
sat  as  if  the  very  cushions  might  be  stuffed 
with  snakes,  both  of  them  aware  that  she  had 
produced  a  mental  effect  which  was  more  to 
her  advantage  than  the  pistols  would  have 
been  had  they  made  her  a  present  of  them. 
She  gave  a  sudden  shriU  cry  that  startled 
them  and  made  them  look  wildly  for  the 
door;  but  she  had  done  no  more  than  com- 
mand  a   punkah-wallah,   and   the   heavy- 
beamed  punkah  began  to  swing  rhythmically 
overhead,  adding,  if  that  were  possible,  to  the 
mesmeric  spell. 

"Now,"  she  said,  "I  will  teU  a  little  of 
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the  why  of  things."  And  Colonel  Klirby 
hoped  it  was  the  punkah,  and  not  funk,  that 
made  the  sweat  stream  down  his  neck  until 
his  collar  was  a  mere  uncomfortable  mess. 
"For  more  than  a  year  there  has  been  much 
talk  in  India.  The  winds  have  brought  it  all 
to  me.  There  was  talk — and  the  govern- 
ment has  known  it,  for  I  am  one  of  those  who 
told  the  government— of  a  ripe  time  for  a 
blow  for  index>endence. 

"There  have  been  agents  of  another 
Power,  pretending  to  be  merchants,  who 
have  sown  their  seed  carefully  in  the  bazaars. 
And  then  there  went  natives  11  the  pay  of 
the  merchants  who  had  word  with  nativ 
sowars,  saying  that  it  is  not  well  to  be  car- 
ried over  sea  to  fight  another's  quarrels.  All 
this  the  government  knew,  though,  of  course, 
thou  art  not  the  government,  but  only  a 
soldier  with  a  ready  pistol  and  a  dull  wit." 

"What  bearing  has  this  on  Eanjoor 
Singh?"  asked  Kirby.  It  was  so  long  since 
he  had  been  spoken  to  so  bluntly  that  he 
could  not  sit  still  under  it. 

"I  am  explaining  why  the  colonel  sahib 
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shaU  beg  for  his  Ranjoor  Singh,"  she  smiled. 
"Does  the  fire  bum  yet,  I  wonder?" 

She  struck  a  gong,  and  a  maid  appeared 
in  the  door  like  an  instant  echo. 

"Does  the  fire  stiU  burn!"  she  asked. 
The  maid  disappeared,  and  was  gone  five 
minutes,  during  which  Kirby  and  Warring- 
ton sat  in  silent  wonder.  They  wondered 
chiefly  what  the  regiment  would  say  if  it 
knew— and  whether  the  regiment  would  ever 
know.   Then  the  maid  came  back. 

"It  bums,"  she  said.  "I  can  see  flame 
from  the  roof,  though  not  so  much  flame." 
"So,"  said  Yasmini.  "Listen,  sahibs." 
It  is  doubtful  if  a  trumpet  could  have 
summoned  them  away,  for  she  had  them 
bound  in  her  speUs,  and  each  in  a  different 
spell,  as  her  way  is.  She  had  Httle  need  to 
order  them  to  listen. 

"The  talk  in  the  bazaars  did  little  harm, 
for  the  fat  bmnias  know  well  whose  rule  has 
given  them  their  pickings.  They  talk  for 
the  love  of  words,  but  they  trade  for  the  love 
of  money,  and  the  government  protects  their 
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money.  Nay,  it  was  not  the  bunniaa  who 
mattered. 

"But  there  came  a  day  when  the  rings 
of  talk  had  reached  the  hills,  and  hillmen 
came  to  Delhi  to  hear  more,  as  they  eyer 
have  come  since  India  was  India.  And  it 
was  clear  then  to  the  government  that  proof 
of  disloyalty  among  the  native  regiments 
would  set  the  hillmen  screaming  for  a  holy 
war— for  the  hills  are  cold,  sahibs,  and  the 
hUlmen  have  cold  hearts  and  are  quick  to 
take  advantage,  even  as  I  am,  of  others' 
embarrassment.  Hillmen  have  no  mercy, 
Colonel  sahib.  I  was  weaned  amid  the 
hills." 

It  seemed  to  Kirby  and  Warrington  both 
— for  not  all  their  wits  were  stupefied — ^that 
she  was  jarring  for  time.  And  then  War- 
rington saw  a  face  reflected  in  one  of  the 
mirrors  and  nudged  Kirby,  and  Kirby  saw  it 
too.  They  both  saw  that  she  was  watching 
it.  It  was  a  fat  face,  and  it  looked  terrified, 
but  the  lips  did  not  move  and  only  the  eyes 
had  expression.  In  a  moment  a  curtain 
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seemed  to  be  drawn  in. front  of  it,  and 
Yasmini  took  up  her  tale. 

"And  then,  sahibs,  as  I  have  told  already, 
there  came  a  wind  that  whistled  about  war; 
and  it  pleased  the  government  to  know 
which,  if  any,  of  the  native  regiments  had 
been  affected  by  the  talk.  So  a  closer  watch 
was  set,  then  a  net  was  drawn,  and  Banjoor 
Singh  ran  into  the  net." 

"An  antelope  might  blunder  into  a  net 
set  for  a  tiger,"  said  Kirby.   "I  am  here  to 
cut  him  out  again." 
Tasmini  laughed. 

"With  pistols  to  shoot  the  cobras  and 
sweat  to  put  out  flame?  Nay,  what  is  there 
to  cut  but  the  dark  that  closes  up  again* 
Sahib,  thou  shalt  beg  fi>r  Ranjoor  Singh, 
who  struck  a  hillman  in  my  house,  he  was  so 
eager  to  hear  treason!" 

"Ranjoor  Singh's  honor  and  mine  are 
one!"  said  Colonel  Kirby,  using  a  native 
phrase  that  admits  of  no  double  meaning, 
and  for  a  second  Tasmini  stared  at  him  in 
doubt. 

She  had  heard  that  phrase  used  often  to 
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express  native  regard  for  a  native,  or  for  an 
Englishman,  but  never  before  by  an  Eng- 
lishman for  a  native. 

"Then  beg  for  him!"  she  grinned  mis- 
chievously. "Aye,  I  know  the  tale  I  It  is 
the  eve  of  war,  and  he  commands  a  squadron, 
and  there  is  need  of  him.  Is  it  not  so?  Yet 
the  house  that  he  entered  bums.  And  the 
hillman's  knife  is  long  and  keen,  sahib  I  Beg 
for  him  I" 

Kirby  had  risen  to  his  feet,  and  Warring- 
ton followed  suit  Kirby 's  self-possession 
was  returning  and  she  must  have  known  it; 
perhaps  she  even  intended  that  it  should. 
But  she  lay  curled  on  the  divan,  laughing 
up  at  him,  and  perfectly  unimpressed  by  his 
recovered  dignity. 

"If  he's  alive,  and  you  know  where  he 
is,"  said  Kirby,  "I  will  pay  you  your  price. 
Name  it  I" 

"Beg  for  him!  There  is  no  other 
price.  The  House-of-the-Eight-Half-broth- 
ersbums!  Beg  for  him!" 

Now,  the  colonel  of  a  regiment  of  light 
cavaliy  is  so  little  given  to  beg  for  things 
135 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

that  the  word  beg  has  almost  lapsed  out 
of  his  vocabulary  from  desuetude. 

"I  beg  you  to  tell  me  where  he  is,"  he 
said  stiffly,  and  she  clapped  her  hands  and 
laughed  with  such  delight  that  he  blushed 
to  his  ears  again. 

"I  have  had  a  prince  on  his  knees  to  me, 
and  many  a  priest,"  she  chuckled,  "aye, 
and  many  a  soldieiv-but  never  yet  a  British 
colonel  sahib.   Kneel  and  beg  I" 

"Why— what— what  d'ye  mean?"  de- 
manded Kirby. 

"Is  his  honor  not  your  honorf  I  have 
heard  it  said.  Then  beg.  Colonel  sahib,  on 
your  knees-on  those  stiff  British  knees- 
beg  for  the  honor  of  Ranjoor  Singhl" 

"D'you  mean— d'you  mean 1" 

"Beg  for  his  honor,  and  beg  for  his  life, 
on  your  knees.  Colonel  sahib ! " 

"I  could  look  the  other  way,  sir,"  whis- 
pered Warrington,  for  uxe  regiment's  need 
was  very  real. 

"Nay,  both  of  youl  Te  shall  both  beg!" 
said   Tasmini,   "or   Ranjoor   Singh   shall 
taste  a  hillman's  mercy.  He  shall  die  so  dis- 
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honored  that  the  regiment  shall  hang  its 
head  in  shame." 

"ImpoBsible!"  said  Kirby.  "His  honor 
is  as  good  as  minel' 

"Then  beg  for  his  and  thine— on  your 
knees,  Colonel  sahib!" 

Then  it  seemed  to  Colonel  Kirby  that  the 
room  began  to  swim,  for  what  with  the  heat 
and  what  with  an  unconquerable  dread  of 
snakes,  he  was  not  in  shape  to  play  his  will 
against  this  woman's. 

"What  if  I  kneel t"  he  asked. 

"I  will  promise  you  Banjoor  Singh,  alive 
and  clean  I" 

"Whent" 

"In  time!" 

"In  time  for  what!" 

"Against  the  regiment's  need!" 

"No  use.  I  want  him  at  once!"  said 
Colonel  Kirby. 

"Then  go,  sahib!  Put  out  the  fire  with 
the  sweat  that  streams  from  thee!  Nay,  go, 
both  of  you — ^ye  have  my  leave  to  go !  And 
what  is  a  Sikh  risaldar  more  or  lessf  Nay, 
go,  and  let  the  Jat  die  I" 
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It  is  not  to  be  written  lightly  that  the 
British  colonel  of  Outram's  Own  and  his 
adjutant  both  knelt  to  a  native  woman— if 
she  is  a  native— in  a  top  back-room  of  a 
Delhi  bazaar.  But  it  has  to  be  recorded  that 
for  the  sake  of  Ranjoor  Singh  they  did. 

They  knelt  and  placed  their  foreheads 
where  she  bade  them,  against  the  divan  at 
her  feet,  and  she  poured  enough  musk  in 
their  hair,  for  the  love  of  mischief,  to  re- 
mind them  of  what  they  had  done  until  in 
the  course  of  slowly  moving  nature  the  smell 
should  die  away.  And  then  in  a  second  the 
lights  went  out,  each  blown  by  a  fan  from 
behind  the  silken  hangings. 

They  heard  her  silvery  laugh,  and  they 
heard  her  spring  to  the  floor.   In  cold,  creep- 
ing sweat  they  listened  to  footsteps,  and  a 
little  voice  whispered  in  Hindustani: 
"This  way,  sahibs!" 
They  followed,  since  there  was  nothing 
else  to  do  and  their  pride  was  all  gone,  to 
be  pushed  and  pulled  by  unseen  hands  and 
chuckling  girls  down  stairs  that  were  cut 
out  of  sheer  blackness.    And  at  the  foot  of 
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the  dark  a  voice  that  Warrington  recognized 
shed  new  interest  but  no  light  on  the  mys- 
tery. 

"Salaam,  sahibs,"  said  a  fat  babu,  back- 
ing through  a  door  in  front  of  them  and 
showing  himself  silhouetted  against  the 
lesser  outer  darkness.  "Seeing  regimental 
risaldar  on  the  box  seat,  I  took  liberty.  The 
risaldar-major  is  sending  this  by  as  yet 
unrewarded  messenger,  and  word  to  the 
effect  that  back  way  out  of  burning  house 
was  easier  than  front  way  in.  He  sends 
salaam.    I  am  imrewarded  messenger." 

He  slipped  something  into  Colonel 
Kirby's  hands,  and  Earby  struck  a  match  to 
examine  it.  It  was  Ranjoor  Singh's  ring 
that  had  the  regimental  crest  engraved  on  it. 

"Not  yet  rewarded!"  said  the  babu. 


Let  the  strong  take  the  watt  of  the  weak. 

(And  there's  plenty  of  room  in  the  dust!) 
Let  the  bully  be  brave,  but  the  meek 

No  more  in  the  way  than  he  must. 
Be  criiMon  and  ermine  and  gold. 

Good  lyiv;  and  Uving  and  mirth, 
(Oh.  laugh  and  be  fat!)  the  reward  of  the  bold 

But~(8otto  voce)-the  meek  shaU  inherit  the 
earth! 
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CHAPTER  VII 


«npHAT'S  the  man  whose  face  was  in  the 

X  mirror!"  said  "Warrington  suddenly, 
reaching  out  to  seize  the  babu's  collar. 
"He's  the  man  who  wanted  to  be  regimental 
clerk!  He's  the  man  who  was  offering  to 
eat  a  German  a  day!  .  .  .  No— stand  still, 
and  I  won't  hurt  you !" 

"Bring  him  out  into  the  fresh  air!" 
ordered  Kirby. 

The  illimitable  sky  did  not  seem  big 
enough  just  then;  four  walls  could  not  hold 
him.  Kirby,  colonel  of  li^t  cavalry,  and 
considered  by  many  the  soimdest  man  in  his 
profession,  was  in  revolt  against  himself; 
and  his  collar  was  a  beastly  mess. 

"Hurry  out  of  this  hole,  for  heaven's 
sake!"  he  exclaimed. 

So  Warrington  applied  a  little  science 

to  the  babu,  and  that  gentleman  went  out 

through  a  narrow  door  backward  at  a  speed 

and  at  an  angle  that  were  new  to  him — ^so 
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new  that  he  could  not  express  his  sensations 
in  the  form  of  speech.  The  door  shut  behind 
them  with  a  slam,  and  when  they  looked 
for  it  they  could  see  no  more  than  a  mark 
in  the  wall  about  fifty  yards  from  the  bigger 
door  by  which  they  had  originaUy  entered. 

"There's  the  carriage  waiting,  sirl"  said 
Warrington,  and  with  a  glance  toward  it  to 
reassure  himself,  Kirby  opened  his  mouth 
wide  and  filled  his  lungs  three  times  with 
the  fresh,  rain-sweetened  air. 

There  were  splashes  of  rain  falling,  and 
he  stood  with  bared  head,  face  upward,  as 
if  the  rain  would  wash  Yasmini's  musk  from 
him.  It  was  nearly  pitch-dark,  but  War- 
rington could  just  see  that  the  risaldar  on 
the  box  seat  raised  his  whip  to  them  in  token 
of  recognition. 

"Now  then!  Speak,  my  friend!  What 
were  you  doing  in  there?"  demanded  War- 
rington. 

"No,  not  here  I"  said  Kirby.  "We  might 
be  recognized.    Bring  him  into  the  shay." 

The  babu  uttered  no  complaint,  but 
aUowed  himself  to  be  pushed  along  at  a 
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trot  ahead  of  the  adjutant,  and  bundled 
head-foremost  through  the  carriage  door. 

"Drive  slowly!"  ordered  Kirby,  clam- 
bering in  last;  and  the  risaldar  sent  the 
horses  forward  at  a  steady  trot. 

* '  Now ! ' '  said  Warrington. 

"H-r-r-umpI"  said  Kirby. 

"My  God,  gentlemen!"  said  the  babu. 
"Sahibs,  I  am  innocent  of  aU  complicitee 
in  this  or  any  other  eventualitee.  I  am  mar- 
ried man,  having  family  responsibilitee  and 
other  handicaps.    Therefore " 

"Where  did  you  get  this  ring!"  de- 
manded Kirby. 

"That?  Oh,  that!"  said  the  babu. 
"That  is  veree  siraplee  told.  That  is  simple 
little  matter.  There  is  nothing  untoward  in 
that  connection.  Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor 
Singh,  who  is  legal  owner  of  ring,  same 
being  his  property,  gave  it  into  my  hand." 

"When?" 

Both  men  demanded  to  know  that  in  one 
voice. 

"Sahibs,  having  no  means  of  teUing  time, 
how  can  I  guess?" 
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''How  long  ago  f  About  how  long  ago  f " 
"Being  elderly  person  of  advancing 
years  and  much  adipose  tissue,  I  am  not 
able  to  observe  more  than  one  thing  at  a 
time.  And  yet  many  things  have  been 
forced  on  my  attention.  I  do  not  know  how 
long  ago." 

"Since  I  saw  you  outside  the  barrack 
gate!"  demanded  Warrington. 

''Oh,  yes.   Oh,  certainly.   By  all  means  I" 
"Less  than  two  hours  ago,  then,  sir!" 
said  Warrington,  looking  at  his  watch. 

"Then  he  isn't  burned  to  death  I"  said 
Kirby,  with  more  satisfaction  than  he  had 
expressed  all  the  evening. 

"Oh,  no,  sir  I  Positivelee  not,  sahib!  The 
risaldar-major  is  all  vitalitee!" 

"Where  did  he  give  you  the  ring?" 
"Into  the  pahn  of  my  hand,  sahib." 
"Where— in  what  place-in  what  street 
— ^at  whose  house?" 

"At  nobody's  house,  sahib.    It  was  in 
the  dark,  and  the  dark  is  very  big." 
"Did  he  give  it  you  at  Tasmini's?" 
"Oh,  no,  sahib !   Positivelee  not !" 
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"Where  is  he  now?" 

"Sahib,  how  should  I  know,  who  am  but 
elderly  person  of  no  metaphysical  attain- 
ments, only  failed  B.A.?" 

"What  did  he  say  when  he  gave  it  to 
you?" 

"Sahib,  he  threatened  me  I" 
"Confound  you,  what  did  he  say?" 
"He  said,  'Babuji,  present  this  ring  to 
Colonel  Kirby  sahib.     You  will  find  him, 
babuji,  where  you  will  find  him,  but  in  any 
case  you  will  lose  no  time  at  all  in  finding 
him.    When  you  have  given  the  ring  to  him 
he  will  ask  you  questions,  and  you  will  say 
Ranjoor  Singh  said,  "All  will  presently  be 
made  clear";  and  should  you  forget  the 
naessage,  babuji,  or  should  you  fail  to  find 
him  soon,  there  are  those  who  will  make  it 
their  urgent  business,  babuji,  to  open  that 
belly  of  thine  and  see  what  is  in  it!'    So, 
my  God,  gentlemen!  I  am  veree  timid  man! 
I  have  given  the  ring  and  the  message,  but 
how  will  they  know  that  I  have  given  it? 
I  did  not  think  of  that !   Moreover,  I  am  un- 
rewarded—I  have  no  emolument— as  yet!" 
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'  demanded  War- 


"How  will  who  know!" 
rington. 

"They,  sahib." 

"Who  are  they?"  asked  Kirby. 
"The  men  who  will  investigate  the  inside 
of  my  belly,  sahib.    Oh,  a  beUy  is  so  sensi- 
tive!   lamafraidl" 

"Did  he  tell  you  who  'they'  were?" 
"No,  sahib.  Had  he  done  so,  I  would  at 
once  have  sought  police  protection.  Not 
knowing  names  of  individuals,  what  was  use 
of  going  to  poUce,  who  would  laugh  at  me? 
I  went  to  Yasmini,  who  understands  aU 
things.  She  laughed,  too;  but  she  told  me 
where  is  Colonel  Kirby  sahib." 

Colonel  Kirby  became  possessed  of  a 
bright  idea,  his  first  since  Yasmini  had 
thrown  her  spell  over  bitn, 

"Could  you  find  the  way,"  he  asked, 
"from  here  to  wherever  it  was  that  Risaldar- 
Major  Ranjoor  Singh  gave  you  that  ring?" 
The  babu  thrust  his  head  out  of  the  car- 
riage window  and  gazed  into  the  dark  for 
several  minutes. 
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"Conceivablee  yes,  sahib." 
"Then  tell  the  driver  where  to  turn!" 
"I  could  direct  with  more  discernment 
from  box-seat,"  said  the  babu,  with  a  hand 
on  the  door. 

"No,  you  don't!"  commanded  Warring- 
ton.  "Let  go  that  handle!   What  I  want  to 
know    is    why    were    you    so    afraid    at 
Yasmini'sf" 
"I,  sahib?" 

"Yes,  you  I  I  saw  your  face  in  a  mirror, 
and  you  were  scared  nearly  to  death.  Of 
what?" 

"Whoisnot  afraid  of  Tasmini?  Were 
the  sahibs  not  also  afraid?" 

"Of  what  besides  Tasmini  were  you 
afraid?    Of  what  in  particular?" 

"Of  her  cobras,  sahib!" 

"What  of  them?"  demanded  Warring- 
ton, with  a  reminiscent  shudder. 

"Certain  of  her  women  showed  them  to 


me.' 


"Why?" 

"To  further  convince  me,  sahib,  had  that 
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been  necessary.  Oh,  but  I  was  already  quite 
convinced.  Bravery  is  not  my  vade 
mecum!" 

"Confound  the  mani  To  convince  you 
of  whati" 

"That  if  I  tell  too  much  one  of  those 
snakes  will  shortlee  be  my  bedmate.  Ah  I 
To  think  of  it  causes  me  to  perspirate  with 
sweat.    Sahibs,  that  is  a " 

"You  shall  go  to  jail  if  you  don't  tell  me 
what  I  want  to  know!"  said  Kirby. 

"Ah,  sahib,  I  was  jail  clerk  once— dis- 
missed for  minor  offenses  but  cumulative  in 
effect.  Being  familiar  with  inside  of  jail, 
am  able  to  make  choice." 

"Get  on  the  box-seat  with  him  I"  com- 
manded Kirby.  "Let  him  show  the  driver 
where  to  turn.  But  watch  him  I  Keep  hold 
of  him!" 

So  again  the  babu  was  propelled  on  an 
involuntary  course,  atl  Warrington  pro- 
ceeded to  pinch  certain  of  his  fat  parts  to 
encourage  him  to  mount  the  box  with  greater 
speed  J  but  his  helplessness  became  so 
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obvious  that  Warrington  turned  friend  and 
shoved  him  up  at  last,  keeping  hold  of  his 
loin-cloth  when  he  wedged  his  own  muscu- 
lar anatomy  into  the  small  space  left. 

"To  the  right,"  said  the  babu,  poiriting. 
And  the  risaldar  drove  to  the  right. 

"To  the  left,"  said  the  babu,  and  War- 
rington made  note  of  the  fact  that  they 
were  not  so  very  far  away  from  the  House- 
of-the-Eight-Half-brothers. 

Soon  the  babu  began  to  scratch  his 
stomach. 

"What's  the  matter?"  demanded  War- 
rington. 

"They  said  they  would  cut  my  belly 
open,  sahib  f   A  belly  is  so  sensitive  1" 

Warrington  laughed  sympathetically; 
for  the  fear  was  genuine  and  candidly  ex- 
pressed.  The  babu  continued  scratching. 

"To  the  right,"  he  said  after  a  while, 
and  the  risaldar  drove  to  the  right,  toward 
where  a  Hindu  temple  cast  deep  shadows, 
and  a  row  of  trees  stood  sentry  in  spasmodic 
moonUght  In  front  of  the  temple,  seated 
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on  a  mat,  was  a  wandering  fakir  of  the 
none-too-holy  type.  By  his  side  was  a  flat 
covered  basket. 

"Look,  sahib  1"  said  the  babu;  and  Warw 
rington  looked. 

"My  beUy  crawls!" 

"What's  the  matter,  man t" 

"He  is  a  fakir.  There  are  snakes  in  that 
basket— cobras,  sahib  1   Ow-ow-owl" 

Warrington,  swaying  precariously  over 
the  edge,  held  tight  by  the  loin-cloth,  de- 
pending on  it  as  a  yacht  in  a  tideway  would 
to  three  hundred  pounds  of  iron. 

"Oh,  cobras  are  so  veree  dreadful  crea- 
tures I"  wailed  the  babu,  caressing  his  waist 
again.  "Look,  sahib  I  Lookl  Oh,  look! 
Between  devil  and  over-sea  what  should  a 
man  do?  Owl" 

The  carriage  lurched  at  a  mud-puddle. 
The  babu's  weight  lurched  with  it,  and  War- 
rington's center  of  gravity  shifted.  The  babu 
seemed  to  shrug  himself  away  from  the 
snakes,  but  the  effect  was  to  shove  Warring- 
ton the  odd  half-inch  it  needed  to  put  him 
overside.  He  dung  to  the  loin-doth  and 
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forward,  though  the  riaaldar  swore  after- 
ward that  the  babu  did  nothing  to  tW  he 
^ppo^d  it  must  have  been  thf  fakif^^al 
ting  u,  the  shadows  that  scared  them 

And  whatever  it  may  have  been-snakes 
or  not-that  had  scared  the  babuTThld 
scared  all  his  helplessness  away.'  NaS 
from  shirt  to  socks,  he  rolled  like  a  big  ball 

eartt  behind  the  carriage,  bumped  into  War- 
W^"'  r  7^  ^i^egling  to  his  feet, 
knocking  him  down  again,  and  departed  for 
tteteinple  shadows,  screaming.  The  temple 
after  SL  ^""^  "^  Warrington  starJed 

By  that  time  the  risaldar  had  got  the 

what  had  happened. 

"Come  back,  Warrington  I"  he  ordered 
peremptorily. 
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Warrington  obeyed,  but  without  en- 
thuBiaam. 

"I  can  run  faster  than  that  fat  brute, 
sirl"  he  said.  "And  I  saw  him  go  into  the 
temple.  We  won't  find  Banjoor  Singh  now 
in  a  month  of  Sundaysl" 

He  was  trying  to  wipe  the  mud  from 
himself  with  the  aid  of  the  loin-cloth. 

"Anyhow,  I've  got  the  most  important 
part  of  his  costume,"  he  said  vindictively. 
"Gad,  I'd  like  to  get  him  on  the  run  now 
through  the  public  street!" 

"Come  along  inl"  commanded  Kirby, 
opening  the  door.  "There  has  been  trouble 
enough  already  without  a  charge  of  temple 
breaking.  TeU  the  risaldar  to  drive  back  to 
quarters.  I'm  going  to  get  this  musk  out 
of  my  hair  before  dawn!" 

Warrington  sniffed  as  he  climbed  in. 
The  outer  night  had  given  him  at  least  a 
standard  by  which  to  judge  things. 

"I'd  give  something  to  Ksten  to  the  first 
man  who  smells  the  inside  of  this  shay!"  he 
said  cheerily.  "D 'you  suppose  we  can  blame 
it  on  the  babu,  sir!" 
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loincloth  you  Ve  got  still  t" 

''Didn't  propose  to  leave  it  i ,  a  ..  r,.«a 
for  hm.  to  come  and  tod.  Bin    Vi,,,ro^^ 
ahame  is  about  the  only  consc-la.  o.  ,^  r  " 
get  out  of  the  evening's  sp„H.     itlit 
»jeltofn.usk-butitdoI't;i,L    ;^1 

wi:::;rtS?^?*  ^^"'  -^"*««^ "-- 

He  began  to  untwist  a  comer  of  the  cloth 
holding  It  up  to  get  a  better  view  of  it  in  the' 
^  bght  that  entered  through  the  ^dow 

"Got  a  match,  sirf " 
Kirby  struck  one. 

o  i.-l^!'*^*'*'^^*^  *°  'Colonel  Kirby 
^^br  Bet  you  it's  from  Ranjoor  8^2" 
Now-d>u  suppose  that  heathen  meant  to 

hold^on  to  that  until  he  could  get  his  priS 

S^"""  "^^  ^^y  ^«»  indifference, 
opemng  the  note  as  fast  as  trembling  finger 

nutted  to  hunself  what  his  fingers  told  so 
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plainly— the  extent  of  his  regard  for  Ran- 
joor  Singh. 

The  note  was  short,  and  Kirby  read  it 
aloud,  since  it  was  not  marked  private,  and 
there  was  nothing  in  it  that  even  the  babu 
might  not  have  read: 

"To  Colonel  Kirby  sahib,  from  his 
obedient  servant,  Bisaldar-Major  Ranjoor 
Singh — ^Leave  of  absence  being  out  of  ques- 
tion after  declaration  of  war,  will  Colonel 
Kirby  sahib  please  put  in  Order  of  the  Day 
that  Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh  is  as- 
signed to  special  duty,  or  words  to  same 
effect?" 

"Is  that  allf"  asked  Warrington. 

"That's  all,"  said  Kirby. 

"Suppose  it's  a  forgery?" 

"The  ring  rather  proves  it  isn't,  and  I've 
another  way  of  knowing." 

"Oh!" 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

They  sat  in  silence  in  the  swajdng  shay 
until  the  smell  of  musk  and  the  sense  of  be- 
ing mystified  became  too  much  for  Warring- 
ton, and  he  began  to  hum  to  himself.  Hmn- 
154 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

ming  brought  about  a  return  to  his  usual 
wide-awakefulness,  and  he  began  to  notice 
things. 

"Shay  rides  like  a  gun,"  he  said  sud- 
denly, 

Kirby  grunted. 

"All  the  weight's  behind  and "    He 

put  his  head  out  of  the  window  to  investi- 
gate, but  Kirby  ordered  him  to  sit  still. 

"Want  to  be  recognized?"  he  demanded. 
"Keep  your  head  inside,  you  young  assl" 

So  Warrington  sat  back  against  the 
cushions  until  the  guard  at  the  barrack  gate 
turned  out  to  present  arms  to  the  risaldar's 
raised  whip.  As  if  he  understood  the  re- 
quirements of  the  occasion  without  being 
told,  the  risaldar  sent  the  horses  up  the  drive 
at  a  hard  gaUop.  It  was  rather  more  than 
half-way  up  the  drive  that  Warrington 
spoke  again. 

"Feel  that,  sir?"  he  asked. 
"I  ordered  that  place  to  be  seen  to  yester- 
day!" growled  Kirby.     "Why  wasn't  it 
done?" 

"It  was,  sir." 
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"Why  did  we  bmnp  tha^  then?" 

"Why  aren't  we  running  like  a  gun  any 
longw?"  wondered  Warrington.  "Felt  to 
me  as  if  we'd  dropped  a  load." 

"Well,  here  we  are,  thank  God!  What 
do  you  mean  to  do  ?" 

"Rounds,"  said  Warrington. 

"Very  welL" 

Kirby  dived  through  his  door,  while 
Warrington  went  behind  the  shay  to  have 
a  good  look  for  causes.  He  could  find  none, 
aMicmgh  a  Uack  leather  apron,  usually 
rolled  up  behind  in  order  to  be  strapped 
over  ba^age  when  required,  was  missing. 

"Didn't  see  who  took  that  apron,  did 
you  ?"  he  asked  the  risaldar ;  but  the  risaldar 
had  not  known  that  it  was  gone. 

"All  right,  then,  and  thank  you!"  said 
Warrington,  walking  off  into  the  darkness 
bareheaded,  to  help  the  smell  evaporate 
frcMn  his  hair;  and  the  shay  rumbled  away 
to  its  appointed  place,  with  the  babu's  loin- 
cloth inside  it  on  the  front  seat. 

It  need  surprise  nobody  that  Colonel 
Kirby  found  time  first  to  go  to  his  bath- 
356 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

room.  His  regiment  was  as  ready  for  a«^ive 
■erviee  ait  any  nHnute  as  a  fire-engine  stould 
be— IB  that  partiadar,  In^'g  speed  is  as 
three  to  Prussia's  one.  The  moment  orders 
to  mapeh  should  come,  he  w«ild  parade  it 
in  full  marching  order  and  kad  it  away. 
But  there  were  no  orders  yet ;  he  had  merely 
had  warning. 

So  he  sent  for  dog-soap  and  a  Imish,  and 
proceeded  to  scour  his  head.  After  twenty 
minutes  of  it,  and  ten  changes  of  water, 
when  he  felt  that  he  dared  face  his  own 
servant  without  blushing,  he  made  that  won- 
dering Sikh  take  turns  at  shampooing  him 
until  he  could  endure  the  friction  no  longer. 

"What  does  my  head  smell  of  now!"  he 
demanded. 

"Musk,  sahib!" 

"Not  of  dog-soap?" 

"No,  sahib!" 

"Bring  that  carbolic  disinfectant  here!" 

The  servant  obeyed,  and  Kirby  mixed  a 
lotion  that  would  outsmell  most  things.  He 
laved  his  head  in  it  generously,  and  washed 
it  oflf  sparingly. 
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"Bring  me  brown  paper?"  he  ordered 
«ien;  and  again  the  wiue-eyed  Sikh  obeyed. 
Kirby  rolled  the  paper  iato  torches,  and 
giving  the  servant  one,  proceeded  to  fumi- 
gate the  room  and  his  own  person  until  not 
even  a  bloodhound  could  have  tracked  him 
back  to  Yasmini's,  and  the  reek  of  musk 
had  been  temporarily,  at  least,  subdued  into 
quiescence. 

"Go  and  ask  Major  Brammle  to  come  and 
see  me,"  said  Kirby  then. 

•  •         •         •  • 

Brammle  came  in  sniiBng,  and  Kirby 
cursed  him  through  tight  lips  with  words 
that  were  no  less  fervent  for  lack  of  being 
heard. 

"Hallo!  Burning  love-letters?  The  whole 
mess  is  doin'  the  same  thing.  Haven't  had 
time  to  bum  mine  yet— was  busy  sorting 
things  over  when  you  called.    Look  here!" 

He  opened  the  front  of  .,is  mess-jacket 
and  produced  a  little  lace  hai^dker chief,  a 
glove  and  a  powder-puff. 

"SmeU  'em!"  he  said.  "Patchouli! 
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Shame  to  bum  'em,  what!    S'pose  I  must, 
though." 

"Anything  happen  while  I  wls  gone!" 
asked  Kirby. 

"Yes.  Most  extraordinary  thing.  You 
know  that  a  few  hours  ago  D  Squadron 
were  all  sitting  about  in  groups  looking 
miserable  ?  We  set  it  down  to  their  trooper 
being  murdered  and  another  man  being 
missing.  Well,  just  about  the  time  you  and 
Warrington  drove  off  in  the  mess  shay,  they 
aU  bucked  up  and  began  grinning!  Wouldn't 
say  a  word.  Just  grinned,  and  became  the 
perkiest  squadron  of  the  Jot  I 

"Now  they're  all  rieeping  like  two-year- 
olds.  Reason?  Not  a  word  of  reason!  I 
saw  young  Warrington  just  now  on  his  way 
to  their  quarters  with  a  lantern,  and  if  he 
can  find  any  of  'em  awake  perhaps  he  can 
get  the  truth  out  of  'em,  for  they'll  talk  to 
hun  when  they  won't  to  anybody  else.  By 
the  way,  Warrington  can't  have  come  in 
with  you,  did  hef" 

Kirby  ignored  the  question. 
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"Did  you  tell  Warrington  to  go  and  ask 
themt"  he  demanded. 

"Yes.  Paased  him  in  the  dark,  but  did 
not  recognize  hun  by  the  smell.  No— no! 
Got  as  near  him  as  I  could,  and  then  leaned 
up  against  the  scent  to  have  a  word  with 
him  I  Musk  I  Never  smelt  anything  like  it 
in  my  life!  Talk  about  girls  1  He  must  be 
in  love  with  half  India,  and  native  at  that! 
Brazen-faced  young  monkey!  I  asked  him 
where  he  got  the  disinfectant,  and  he  told 
me  he  fell  into  a  mud-puddle!" 

"Perhaps  he  did,"  said  Kirby.  "Was 
there  mud  on  him?" 

"Couldn't  see.  Didn't  dare  get  so  near 
him !  Don 't  you  think  he  ought  to  be  spoken 
to ?  I  mean,  the  eve  of  war's  the  eve  of  war 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  but " 

"I  wish  you'd  let  me  see  the  Orders  of 
the  Day,"  Kirby  interrupted.  "I  want  to 
make  an  addition  to  them." 

"I'll  send  an  orderly." 

"Wish  you  would." 

Five  minutes  later  Kirby  sat  at  his  pri- 
vate desk,  while  Brammlc  puffed  at  a  cigar 
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by  the  window.    Kirby,  after  a  lot  of  think- 
ing, wrote: 

"Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh  (D 
Squadron)  assigned  to  special  duty." 

He  handed  the  orders  back  to  Brammle, 
and  the  major  eyed  the  addition  with  sub-' 
dued  amazement. 

" What'll  D  Squadron  say?"  he  asked. 

"Remains  to  be  seen,"  said  Kirby. 

Outside  in  the  muggy  blackness  that 
shuts  down  on  India  in  the  rains,  Warring- 
ton walked  alone,  swinging  a  lantern  and 
chuckling  to  himself  as  he  reflected  what  D 
Squadron  would  be  likely  to  invent  as  a 
reason  for  the  smell  that  walked  with  him. 
For  he  meant  to  wake  D  Squadron  and  leai-n 
things. 

But  all  at  once  it  occurred  to  him  that  he 
had  left  the  babu's  loin-cloth  on  the  inside 
front  seat  of  the  shay;  and,  because  if  that 
were  seen  it  would  have  given  excuse 
for  a  thousand  tales  too  many  and  too  imagi- 
native, he  hurried  in  search  of  it,  taking  a 
short  cut  to  where  by  that  time  the  shay 
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diould  be    O^  his  way.  close  to  his  destina- 

SJLh  V  ^i'**  "'^'^  ''"^'^S  «>«  that 
^Ta  He  stoped,  swung  the  lantern 
forward,  and  pick.  ■  up-the  missing 
leather  apron  from  be: .  [ad  the  shay 

mie  footpath  oii  which  he  stood  was 
about  a  yard  wide;  the  shay  could  not  pos- 
sibly have  come  along  it.  And  it  certainly 
had  been  behmd  the  shay  when  they  left 
barrad«  Moreover,  dose  examination 
proved  It  to  be  the  identical  apron  beyond  a 
shadow  of  a  doubt,  j-     «  « 

Warrington  began  to  hum  to  himself 
And  then  he  ceased  from  humming.  Then 
he  set  the  lantern  down  and  stepped  away 
from  It  sidewise  until  its  light  no  longer 

tT  ?n^-    ^'  ^'^''''^  ««  «  ^^S  does, 
with  mteUigence  and  skill.    Then,  suddenly 

he  sprang  and  lit  on  a  bulky  mass  that 

yielded-gasped-spluttered-did  anything 
but  yell.  .r^i^s 

"So  you  rode  on  the  luggage-rack  behind 
the  carriage,  did  you,  babujif"  he  smiled. 
And  curled  under  the  apron  to  look  like 
luggage  when  we  passed  the  guard,  ehf" 
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"But,  my  God,  sahib  I"  said  a  plaintive 
voice.  "Should  I  walk  through  Delhi 
naked!   You,  who  wear  pants,  you  laugh  at 

me,  but  I  assure  you,  sahib " 

"HushI"  ..dered  Warrington;  find  the 
babu  seemed  very  glad  to  hush. 

"There  was  a  note  in  a  comer  of  that 
cloth  of  yours  I" 

"And  the  sahib  found  itt  Oh,  then  I 
Bm  relieved.  I  am  preserved  from  pangs 
of  mutual  regret!" 

"Why  didn't  you  give  that  note  to 
Colonel  Kirby  sahib  when  you  had  the 
chance?  Eh?"  asked  Warrington,  keeping 
firm  hold  of  him. 

"SahibI  Your  honorl  Not  being  yet 
remunerated  on  account  of  ring  and  verbal 
message  duly  delivered,  commercial  prece- 
dent was  aU  on  my  side  that  I  should  retain 
further  article  of  value  pending  settlement. 

Now,  I  ask  you " 

"Where  was  Banjoor  Singh  when  he 
gave  you  that  ring  and  message  ?"  demanded 
Warrington  sternly,  increasing  his  grip  on 
the  babu's  fat  stvm. 
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fop  fi«t  service  rendered,  my  disposition 
inay  be  changed.  I  am  as  yet  in  condition 
of  forma  pauperia." 

Stinholding  him  tight,  Warrington  pro- 
duced  twenty  rupees  in  paper  money. 

"Can  you  see  those,  babujit   See  themf 
Then  earn  them  I" 

"Oh,  my  God,  sahib,  I  have  positivelee 
earneda  hikh  of  rupees  this  night  already  I" 
Where  was  Bisaldar-Major  Banjoor 
Bingh  when  he " 

Footsteps  were  approaching-undcubt- 
edly  a  guard  on  his  way  to  investigate.  The 
babu  seemed  to  sense  Warrington's  im- 
patience. 

"Sahib,"  he  said,  "I  am  very  meek  per- 
son, having  family  of  wife  and  children  all 
dependent  Is  that  npees  twenty?  I  would 
graciously  accept  sam«,  and  positivelee  hold 
my  tongue!" 

The  steps  came  nearer. 

"I  was  on  my  way  to  D  Squadron 
quarters,  sahib,  to  narrate  stoiy  and  pass 
begging  bowl.    Total  price  of  story  rupees 
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twenty.  Or  else  the  sahib  may  deliver  me 
to  guard,  and  guard  shall  be  regaled  free 
gratis  with  full  account  of  evening's  amuse- 
ment t   Test" 

The  steps  came  nearer  yet  Recognizing 
an  officer,  the  men  halted  a  few  paces  away. 

"Sahib,  for  sum  of  rupees  twenty  I 
could  hold  tongue  for  twenty  years,  unless 
in  meantime  deceased,  in  which  case—" 

"Take  'emi"  ordered  Warringttm;  and 
the  babu's  fingers  shut  tight  on  the  money. 

"Guard I"  ordered  Warrington.  "Put 
this  babu  out  into  the  street!" 

"Good  night,  sahibi"  said  the  babu. 
"Kindlee  present  my  serious  respects  to  the 
colonel  sahib.   Salaam,  sahib!" 

But  Warrington  had  gone  into  the  dark- 
ness. 
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The  Four  Winds  come,  the  Four  Winds  go. 

(Ye  toise  o'  the  world,  oh,  listen  ye!). 
Whispering,  whistling  what  they  know. 
Wise,  since  wandering  made  them  so 

(Ye  stay-at-homes,  oh,  listen  ye!). 

Ever  they  seek  and  sift  and  pry 

Listening  here,  and  hurrying  by 

Restless,  ceaseless — know  ye  why? 

(Then,  wise  o'  the  world,  oh,  listen  ye!) 
The  goal  of  the  search  of  the  hurrying  unnd 
Is  the  key  to  the  maze  of  a  woman's  mind, 
(And  there  is  no  key!  Oh,  listen  ye!) 
Yasmini's  Song. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


O  O  EST  a  darkness  that  grew  blacker  every 
U  minute,  "Warrington  swung  his  lantern 
and  found  his  way  toward  D  Squadron's 
quarters.    He  felt  rather  pleased  with  him- 
self.   From  his  own  point  of  view  he  would 
have  rather  enjoyed  to  have  a  story  anent 
himself  and  Yasmini  go  the  round  of  bar- 
racks—with modifications,  of  course,  and  the 
kneeling  part  left  out— but  he  reaUzed  that 
it  would  not  do  at  all  to  have   Colonel 
Kirby's  name  involved  in  anything  of  the 
sort,  and  he  rather  flattered  himself  on  his 
tact  in  bribing  the  babu  or  being  blackmailed 
by  him. 

"Got  to  admit  that  babu's  quite  a  hunts- 
man!" he  told  himself,  beginning  to  hum. 
"One  day,  if  the  war  doesn't  account  for  me, 
111  come  back  and  take  a  fall  out  of  that 
babu.  Hallo— what's  that?  Who  in  thunder 
—who's  waking  up  the  horses  at  this  un- 
earthly hour?  Sick  horse,  I  suppose.  Why 
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don't  they  get  him  out  and  let  the  others 
sleep?" 

He  began  to  hurry.  A  light  in  stables 
close  to  midnight  was  not  to  be  accounted 
tor  on  any  other  supposition  than  an  acci- 
dent or  serious  emergency,  and  if  there  were 
either  it  was  his  affair  as  adjutant  to  know 
all  the  facts  at  once. 

"What's  going  on  in  there?"  he  shouted 
in  a  voice  of  authority  while  he  was  yet 
twenty  yards  away. 

But  there  was  no  answer.  He  could  hear 
a  horse  plunge,  but  nothing  more. 

"Um-m-m!  Horse  cast  himself  I"  he 
straightway  decided. 

But  there  was  no  cast  horse,  as  he  was 
aware  the  moment  he  had  looked  down  both 
long  lines  of  sleepy  brutes  that  whickered 
their  protest  against  interrupted  sleep.  At 
the  far  end  he  could  see  that  two  men 
labored,  and  a  big  horse  fiercely  resented 
their  unseasonable  attentions  to  himself.  He 
walked  down  the  length  of  the  stable,  and 
presently  recognized  Bagh,  Ranjoor  Singh's 
charger. 
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"What  are  you  grooming  him  for  at  this 
hour!"  he  demanded. 

"  It  is  an  order,  sahib. ' ' 

"Whose  order?" 

"Banjoor.  Singh  sahib's  order." 

"The  deuce  it  is!  When  did  the  order 
comef" 

"But  now." 

"Who  brought  it?" 

"A  babu,  with  a  leather  apron." 

Warrington  walked  away  ten  paces  in 
order  to  get  command  of  himself,  and  pinch 
himself,  and  make  quite  sure  he  was  awake. 

"A  fat  babu?"  he  asked,  walking  back 
again. 

"Very  fat,"  said  one  of  the  troopers, 
continuing  to  brush  the  resentful  charger. 

"So  he  delivered  his  message  first,  and 
then  went  to  hunt  for  his  loin-cloth  I"  mused 
Warrington.  "And  he  had  enough  intui- 
tion, and  guts  enough,  to  look  for  it  first  in 
the  shay!"  I'm  beginning  to  admire  that 
man !"  Aloud  he  asked  the  trooper :  "What 
was  the  wording  of  the  risaldar-major 
sahib's  message?" 
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"  'Let  Bagh  be  well  groomed  and  held 
ready  against  aU  contingencies!'  "  said  the 
trooper. 

"Then  take  him  outside  I"  ordered  War- 
nngton.   "Groom  him  where  you  won't  dis- 
turb the  other  horses  I   How  often  have  you 
got  to  be  told  that  a  horse  needs  sleep  as 
much  as  a  man?    The  squadron  won't  be 
fit  to  march  a  mile  if  you  keep  'em  awake 
^mght!     Lead  him   out   quietly,   now! 
Whoa,  you  brute  I    Now-take  him  out  and 
keep  him  out-put  him  in  the  end  staU  in 
my  stable  when  you've  finished  h:m— d'vou 
hear?"  ^ 

He  flattered  himself  again.  With  all 
these  mysterious  messages  and  orders  com- 
ing m  from  nowhere,  he  told  himself  it 
would  be  good  to  know  at  all  times  where 
Ranjoor  Singh's  charger  was,  as  well  as  a 
service  to  Ranjoor  Singh  to  stable  the  brute  " 
comfortably.  He  told  himself  that  was  a 
very  Mnart  move,  and  one  for  which  Ran- 
joor Singh  would  some  day  thank  him,  pro- 
vided, of  course,  that 

"Provided   what?"  he  wondered   half 
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aloud  ''Seems  to  me  as  if  Ranjoor  Singh 
has  got  hunselt  into  some  kind  of  a  scrape, 
and  hopes  to  get  out  of  it  by  the  back-door 
route  and  no  questions  asked!  Well  let's 
hope  he  gets  out  I  Let's  hope  there'll  be 
no  court-martial  nastinessi  Let's  hope- 
oh  damn  just  hoping!  Ranjoor  Singh's  a 
better  man  than  I  am.  Here's  believing  in 
him!  Here's  to  him,  thick  and  thin!  For- 
ward—walk— march  ! " 

He  turned  out  the  guard,  and  the 
particular  troop  sergeant  with  whom  he 
wished  to  speak  not  being  on  duty,  he 
ordered  him  sent  for.  Ten  minutes  later 
the  sergeant  came,  stiU  yawning,  from  his 
cot. 

"Come  over  here,  Ai^an  Singh,"  he 
caUed,  .thinking  fast  and  furiously  as  he  led 
the  way. 

If  he  made  one  false  move  or  aroused 
one  suspicion  in  the  man's  mind,  he  was 
likely  to  learn  less  than  nothing;  but  if  he 
did  not  appear  to  know  at  least  something 
he  would  probably  learn  nothing  either.       ' 

As  he  turned,  at  a  distance  from  the 
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guard-room  light,  to  face  the  sergeant, 
though  not  to  meet  his  eyes  too  keenly,  the 
fact  that  would  not  keep  out  of  his  brain  was 
that  the  fat  babu  had  been  out  in  the  road, 
offering  to  eat  Germans,  a  Httle  while  before 
he  and  the  colonel  had  started  out  that 
evening.  And,  according  to  what  Brammle 
had  told  him  when  they  met  near  the 
colonel's  qaarters,  it  was  very  shortly  after 
that  that  the  squadron  came  out  of  its 
gloom. 

"What  was  the  first  message  that  the 
babu  brought  this  evening?"  he  asked,  stiU 
being  very  careful  not  to  look  into  the 
sergeant's  eyes.  He  spoke  as  comrade  to 
comrade-Hservant  of  the  "Salt"  to  servant 
of  the  "Salt." 

"Which  babu,  sahibt"  asked  Arjan 
Singh,  unblinking. 

Now,  in  aU  probability,  this  man— since 
he  had  been  asleep— knew  nothing  about  the 
message  to  groom  Bagh.  To  have  answered, 
"The  babu  who  spoke  about  the  charger," 
might  have  been  a  serious  mistake. 
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"Arjan  Singh,  look  me  in  the  eyes  I"  he 
ordered,  and  the  Sikh  obeyed.  He  was  taller 
thim  Warrington,  and  looked  down  on  him 
Are  you  a  true  friend  of  the  risaldar- 
majort" 

"May  I  die,  sahib,  if  I  am  not!" 

"And   It    What   of  me?    Am   I   his 
friend  or  his  enemy?" 

The  sergeant  hesitated. 

"Can  I  read  men's  hearts?"  he  asked. 
T  'Z^^"^^^^^i^SU>n.  "And  so  can 
1.  That  IS  why  I  had  you  called  from  your 
^p.  I  sent  for  you  to  learn  the  truth. 
What  was  the  message  given  by  the  fat  babu 
to  one  of  tlio  guard  by  the  outer  gate  this 
evening,  and  delivered  by  him  or  by  some 
other  man  to  D  Squadron  ?" 

"Sahib,  it  was  not  a  written  message." 
"Repeat  it  to  me." 

"Sahib,  it  was  verbal.   I  can  not  remem- 
ber it." 

"Arjan  Singh,  you  lie  I    Did  I  ever  lie 
to  you?    Did  I  ever  threaten  you  and  not 
carry  out  my  threats— promise  you  and  not 
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'     keep  my  promise?  I  am  a  soldier  1  Are  you 
a  curl" 

"God  forbid,  sahib!   I " 

"Arjan  Singhl  Repeat  that  message  to 
me  word  for  word,  please,  not  as  a  favor, 
nor  as  obeying  an  order,  but  as  a  friend  of 
Ranjoor  Singh  to  a  friend  of  Ranjoor 
Singhl" 

"The  message  was  to  the  squadron,  not 
tome,  sahib." 

"Are  you  not  of  the  squadron?" 

"Make  it  an  order,  sahib!" 

"Certainly  not— nor  a  favor  either!" 

"Sahib,  I " 

"Nor  will  I  threaten  you!  I  guarantee 
you  absolute  immunity  if  you  refuse  to  re- 
peat it.  My  word  on  it!  I  am  Ranjoor 
Singh's  friend,  and  I  ask  of  his  friend  I" 

"The  babu  said:  'Says  Ranjoor  Singh, 
"Let  the  squadron  be  on  its  best  behavior! 
Let  the  squadron  know  that  surely  before 
the  blood  runs  he  will  be  there  to  lead  it, 
wherever  it  is !  Meanwhile,  let  the  squadron 
be  worthy  of  its  salt  and  of  its  officers!"  '  " 
174 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

''Was  that  all f "  asktv'  Varrington. 
"All,  sahib.    May  mj  tongue  rot  if  I 
lief" 

"Thank  you,  Arjan  Singh.  That's  all. 
You  needn't  mention  our  conversation. 
Goodnight" 

"Fooled  "  chuckled  Warrington.  "She's 
fooled  us  to  the  limit  of  our  special  bent,  and 
I  take  it  that's  stiff-teckednessi" 

He  hurried  away  toward  Colonel 
Kirby's  quarters,  swinging  his  lantern  and 
humming  to  himself. 

"And  this  isn't  the  Arabian  Nights!"  he 
told  himself.  "It's  Delhi-Twentieth  Cen- 
tury A.  D.I  Gad!  Wouldn't  the  whole  con- 
founded army  rock  with  laughter  1" 

Then  he  stepped  chuckling,  to  hurry 
faster,  for  a  giant  horn  had  rooted  chunks 
out  of  the  blackness  by  the  barrack  gate,  and 
now  what  sounded  like  a  racing  car  w?.s  tear- 
ing up  the  drive.  Th-  head-lights  dazzled 
hun,  but  he  ran  and  reached  the  colonel's 
porch  breathless.  He  was  admitted  at  once, 
and  found  the  colonel  and  Brammle  to-' 
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gether,  facing  an  aide-de-camp.  In  the 
colonel's  hand  was  a  medium-sized,  sealed 
envelope. 

"Shall  I  repeat  it,  sir?"  asked  the  aide- 
de-camp. 

"Yes,    if    you    think    it    necessary," 
answered  Kirby. 

I' The  sealed  orders  are  not  to  be  opened 
until  out  at  sea.  You  are  expected  to  parade 
at  dawn  the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  there 
will  be  somebody  from  headquarters  to  act 
as  guide  for  the  occasion.  In  fact,  you  will 
be  guided  at  each  point  until  it  is  time  to 
open  your  orders.  No  explanations  will  be 
given  about  anything  until  later  on.  That's 
all.    Good  night,  sir— and  good  luck!" 

The  aide-de-camp  held  out  his  hand,  and 
Colonel  Kirby  shook  it  a  trifle  perfunctorily ; 
he  was  not  much  given  to  display  of  senti- 
ment. The  aide-de-camp  saluted,  and  a 
minute  later  the  giant  car  spumed  the  gravel 
out  from  under  its  rear  wheels  as  it  started 
off  to  warn  another  regiment. 

"So  we've  got  our  route!"  said  Kirby. 
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"And,  thank  God,  we  take  our  own 
horses  I"  said  Brammle  fervently. 

"Bet  you  a  thousand  the  other  end's 
Marseilles!"  said  Warrington.  "We're  in 
luck.  They'd  have  mounted  us  on  bus-horses 
if  we  hadn't  brought  our  own;  we'd  have 
had  to  ring  a  bell  to  start  and  stop  a  squad- 
ron.  Who  wouldn't  be  light  cavalry!" 

Kirby  put  the  sealed  letter  in  an  inside 
pocket. 

"I'm  going  to  sleep,"  said  Brammle, 
yawning.   "Night,  sirl" 

"Night I"  said  Kirby;  but  Warr    gton 
stayed  on.   He  went  and  stood  near  the  win- 
dow, and  when  Kirby  had  seen  Brammle  to 
the  door,  he  joined  him  there. 
"What  now,  Warrington?" 
"Caught  'em  grooming  Ranjoor  Singh's 
charger  in  the  dark!" 
"Why»" 

"Said  it  was  an  order  from  Ranjoor 
Singh!" 

"I'm  getting  tired  of  this.   I  don't  know 
what  to  make  of  it." 
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Westward,  into  the  hungry  West, 

(Oh,  listen,  wise  men,  listen  ye!) 
Whirls  the  East  Wind  on  his  quest. 
Whimpering,  wonting,  hurrying',  lest 

The  light  o'ertake  him.    Listen  ve! 
Mark  ye  the  burden  of  his  sigh: 
"Westward  sinks  the  sun  to  die! 
Westward  wing  the  vultures!"— Aye, 

^^^^' ^^^  ^en,  listen  ye!) 
The  East  must  lose-the  West  must  gain 
For  none  come  back  to  the  East  again, 

Though  widows  call  them!  Listen  ye! 
Yasmini's  Song. 
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"That  isn't  nearly  the  worst,  sir.  Listen 
to  this!  Long  before  Yasmini  promised  us 
-before  we-knelt  to  save  his  Ufe  and  honor 
— Ranjoor  Singh  had  sent  a  message  to  his 
squadron  guaranteein'  to  be  with  'em  be- 
fore  the  blood  runsl  Specific  guarantee, 
and  no  conditions!" 

"Then " 

"Exactly,  sir!" 

"She  fooled  us,  eh?" 

"D'you  suppose  she's  for  or  against  the 
government,  sir?" 

"I  don't  know.  Thank  God  we've  got 
our  marching  orders!  Go  and  wash  your 
head!  And,  Warrington  _  hold  your 
tongue!"  ' 

Warrington  held  up  his  right  hand. 
"So  help  me,  sir!"  he  grinned.     "But 
will  she  hold  hers?" 


CHAPTER  IX 

^OW,  India  is  unlike  every  other  coun- 
*7  ^  the  world  in  all  particulars,  and 
Delhi  «  m  some  respects  the  very  heart 
through  which  India's  unusualness  flows. 
Delhi  has  five  railway  stations  with  which 
to  cope  with  latter-day  floods  of  paradoxical 
necessity;  and  nobody  knew  from  which  rail- 
way station  troops  might  be  expected  to  en- 
train or  whither,  although  Delhi  knew  that 
tnere  was  war. 

There  did  not  seem  to  be  anything  very 
much  out  of  the  ordinary  at  any  of  tZ 
stations     In  India  one  or  two  sidings  are 
nearly  always  fuU  of  empty  trains;  there 
did  not  seem  to  be  more  of  them  than  usual. 
At  the  British  barracks  there  was  more 
or  less  commotion,  because  Thomas  Atkins 
likes  to  voice  his  joy  when  the  long  peace 
breaks  at  last  and  he  may  justify  himself; 
but  m  the  native  lines,  where  dignity  is  dif- 
ferently  understood,   the   only  men   who 
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really  seemed  unusually  busy  were  the  far- 
riers, and  the  armourers  who  sharpened 
swords. 

The  government  offices  appeared  to  be 
undisturbed,  and  certainly  no  more  mes- 
sengers ran  about  than  usual,  the  only  dif- 
ference was  that  one  or  two  of  them  were 
open  at  a  very  early  hour.  But  even  in 
them— and  Englishmen  were  busy  in  them— 
there  seemed  no  excitement.  Delhi  had 
found  time  in  a  night  to  catch  her  breath 
and  continue  listening;  for,  unlike  most  big 
cities  that  brag  with  or  without  good  reason, 
Delhi  is  listening  nearly  all  the  time. 

A  man  was  listening  in  the  dingiest  of 
all  the  offices  on  the  ground  floor  of  a  big 
building  on  the  side  away  from  the  street— 
a  man  in  a  drab  silk  suit,  who  twisted  a 
leather  watch-guard  around  his  thumb  and 
untwisted  it  incessantly.  There  was  a  tele- 
phone beside  him,  and  a  fair-sized  pile  of 
telegraph  forms,  but  beyond  that  not  much 
to  show  what  his  particular  business  might 
be.  He  did  not  look  aggressive,  but  he 
seemed  nervous,  for  he  jumped  perceptibly 
when  the  telephone-bell  rang;  and  being  a 
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for  the  inoment.    /our  ^L    /       ''^°* 

^aa  a  lot  to  aay,  and  none  of  it  can  h.Z 
been  expected,  for  the  ^an  in  t^  S^b '"k 
«mt  tested  his  wrini^ed  face  and  work  d 

^i^r stStfTrp^^^^  fr^  *^-^^ 
"I  wa.t  ?ou  toS^^f  £  :r"r  T 

jotn,,infonnationatfi;sthand'i*'?i 
from  Yasmini  herself,  from  three  of  L  h  n 
men  who  were  present,  and  from  the  Afr  Sj 
Who  was  kicked  and  beaten.   AU  except  the 
AfrJi,   who   wasn't  there   W  +i,„*   * 

agreed  that  BanioorSin^hSw^Lrt^ 
^he^^Gennan     afterward.     Eh?     W^^ 

and^L^''*r'^  "^'^°  *°"  ^''°"*  fi^«  °^«tes 
and  then  hung  up  the  receiver  with  an  ex 

Caught  me  hopping  on  the  wrong  leg 
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this  time!"  he  muttered,  beginning  to  twist 
at  his  watch-guard  again. 

Presently  he  sat  up  and  looked  bored, 
for  he  heard  the  fast  trot  of  a  big,  long- 
striding  horse.  A  minute  later  a  high  dog- 
cart drew  up  in  the  street,  and  he  heard  a 
man's  long-striding  footsteps  coming  roimd 
the  comer. 

"Like  horse,  like  man,  like  regiment!" 
he  muttered.  * '  Pic':  his  stride  or  his  horse 's 
out  of  a  hundred,  and" — ^he  pulled  out  his 
nickel  watch — ^"he's  ten  minutes  earlier 
than  I  expected  him  I  Morning,  Colonel 
Kirbyl"  he  said  pleasantly,  as  Kirby  strode 
in,  helmet  in  hand.   "Take  a  seat." 

He  noticed  Kirby's  scalp  was  red  and 
that  he  smelt  more  than  faintly  of  carbolic. 

"Morning!"  said  Kirby. 

"I'm  wondering  what's  brought  you," 
said  the  man  in  drab. 

"I've  come  about  Ranjoor  Singh,"  said 
Kirby;  and  the  man  in  drab  tried  to  look 
surprised. 

"What  about  him?  Reconsidered  yes- 
terday's decision  I" 
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"No,"  said  Kirbv     "T'™  - 
what  .ews,ou  have  of  hJ"r'*\''f 

*act  I  m  sure  you  do  understand    fLf 

terday  whenTcolfided  ^  ^^  ^^'^  "  ^^^^^  ^««- 
reeardiZ  P    ^  '°  ^*'"  "^  suspicions 

regarding  Banjoor  Sineh   hi,+  +>,  *   i 

imply  that  T'r»  „  •     1      '         *^^*  '^''^sn't 

"I  told  you!"  snapped  Kirby    "t«p„„ 
joor  Sinffh  still  „r,^  ^"^"y.      isKan- 

T^  *  ^^  suspicion  ?  " 

I-hat  was  a  straight  question  of  the  tr,i« 
Kirby  type  that  adnntted  of  no  evas^L  ^ 

^;rn"httrr'^^^^*^^-"^o" 
wje^re:%rht:^rier^y: 

mu....ans.e.ornot,itsee::to!: 

"Why  do  you  ask?"  he  parried. 
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"I've  a  right  to  know!  Banjoor  Singh's 
my  wing  commander,  and  a  better  officer  or 
a  more  loyal  gentleman  doesn't  exist  I 
want  him!  I  want  to  know  where  he  is  I  And 
if  he's  under  a  cloud,  I  want  to  know  why! 
Where  is  he?" 

"I  don't  know  where  he  is,"  said  the  man 
in  drab.  "Is  he— ah— absent  without 
leave?" 

"Certainly  not!"  said Kirby.  "I've  seen 
to  that!" 

"Then  you've  communicated  with  him?" 
"No." 

"Then  if  his  regiment  were  to  march 
without  him " 

"It  won't  if  I  can  help  it!"  said  Kirby. 
"And   if  you   can't  help  it,   Colonel 
Kirby?" 

"In  that  case  he  has  got  what  he  asked 
for,  and  there  can  be  no  charge  against  him 
until  he  shows  up." 

"I  understand  you  have  your  marching 
orders?" 

"I  have  sealed  orders!"  snapped  Kirby. 
"To  be  opened  at  sea?" 
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''To^be  opened  when  I  see  fitr 

"Yes,"  said  Kirbv.    "i  askp,?  ^„„   • 

Hanjo<.r  Singh  stmJdersusSr" 
My  good  sir,  I  am  not  the  arbiter  of 

^^njoor  Sigh's  destiny  I   How  sho^vSri 

risiiig.  "*^"'   *°   ^-'"   -wed   Kirby, 
"I'm  prepared  to  state  that  Banioor 

dec  ared  this  morning,  and  things  don 't  teS 
^-, ordinal    course   any  fongeVyou' 

An-i^'"''^  f '^  ''°"*  «''^<>««  «»«  Office  floor 
r^TS"^"-    '^-^e  faced  le' 

said,  as  you  threatened  to  do  to  me  for 
instance  yesterday.  If  you  will  give  Zl 
satisfacto^  ,^^,  Ranjoof  Lgb 

IS  being  treated  as  a  loyal  officer  should  £ 
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I  Will  ask  no  more.  If  not,  I  shall  go  now 
to  the  general  commanding.  As  you  say, 
there's  martial  law  now,  he's  the  man  to 

BCCa 

"Colonel  Kirby,"  said  the  man  in  drab, 
twisting  at  his  watch-guard  furiously,  "if 
you'U  tell  me  what's  in  your  sealed  orders- 
open  them  and  see-I  'U  tell  you  what  I  know 
about  Ranjoor  Singh,  and  we'U  caU  it  a 
bargain!" 

"I  wasn't  joking,"  said  Kirby,  turning 
red  as  his  scalp  from  the  roots  of  his  h«ir  to 
his  collar. 

"I'm  in  deadly  earnest!"  said  the  man 
m  drab. 

So,  without  a  word  more,  Colonel  Kirby 
hurried  out  again,  carrying  his  saber  in  his 
left  hand  at  an  angle  that  was  peculiar  to 
him,  and  that  illustrated  determination  bet- 
ter than  words  could  have  done. 

His  huge  horse  plunged  away  almost 
before  he  had  gained  the  seat,  and,  saber 
and  all,  he  gained  the  seat  at  a  step-and-a- 
jump.  But  the  sais  was  not  up  behind,  and 
Kirby  had  scarcely  settled  down  to  drive 
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before  the  man  in  drab  had  the  t  /»«), 
mouthpiece  to  his  iips  anS  h-i     ^^^T 

8^' ;'"r^«^'«i^'"  he  said  curtly. 

drabts^Ld;    ""^°^'"  '°^  «^«  "-  - 
"Kirby." 

•         •         •         • 

rpppiV^-i  ^^^*  h«  disappeared.    Then  I     • 

J-  the  tod  of  a  „,*ri.„,  ^.^^"'^ 
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not  a  word  of  explanation  of  any  kind.  Can 
you  tell  me  anything  about  him,  sir?" 

"Wasn't  a  trooper  of  yours  murdered 
yesterday!"  the  general  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  Kirby. 

"And  another  missing?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Did  Ranjoor  Singh  go  off  to  search  for 
the  missing  man?" 

"I  was  told  BO." 

"H-rrrr-ump  I  Well,  I'm  glad  you  came  ; 
you  've  saved  me  trouble  I  Did  you  put  Ran- 
joor Singh  in  Orders  as  assigned  to  special 
duty!" 

"Yes." 

"What  is  the  missing  trooper's  name?" 
"Jagut  Singh." 

"Well,  please  enter  him  in  Orders,  too." 

"Special  service?" 

"Special  service,"  said  the  general. 
"How  about  Ranjoor  Singh's  charger?" 

"I  understand  that  he's  been  kept  well 
groomed  by  Ranjoor  Singh's  orders,  and  my 
adjutant  tells  me  he  has  the  horse  in  care 
in  his  own  stable." 
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IJe  general  made  a  note. 

^  Whose  stable?"  he  asked. 
Vvarrington's." 

He  Mt  behind"  ^»»T"»>™toie.™ 

Worried  .bow'U.^"'     '^~'     ^^e"- 
"Slionldnt  wonr,"  said  th.  e,,„.l 

"That's  a,  first  a(»„raiice  IV,  lad  „, 
^C'^"'^»'»-««*™.ot.,"l°d' 

sgrace.   But  .ow  .(,„„,  y„„  j„^^ 
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£r*^'  ^^^'^^'  ^°"'''®  ^''''^  °°*^'°^  ^''°"* 

"I'U  hpve  time  to  attend  to  that  this 
afternoon,  sir." 

"Oh,  no,  you  won't.    That's  why  I'm 
glad  you  camel    These"-he  gave  him  a 
sealed      envelope  -  "are      supplementary 
orders,  to  be  opened  when  you  get  back  to 
barracks.    I  want  you  out  of  the  way  by 
noon  if  possible.    We'll  send  a  man  down 
this  morning  to  take  charge  of  whatever  any 
of  you  want  kept,  and  you'd  better  tell  him 
to  sell  the  rest  and  pay  the  money  to  your 
bankers;  he'll  be  a  responsible  officer.  That's 
all.   Good-by,  Kirby,  and  good  luck  1 ' ' 

The  general  held  out  his  hand. 

"One  more  minute,  sir,"  said  Kirby. 
About  Ranjoor  Singh!" 

"What  about  him?" 
Well,  sir— what  about  him  ? " 

"What  have  you  heard?" 

.,   r?" "  "^'""^  ^^^""^  ^  ^^'^  of  promise 
that  he'll  be  with  his  squadron,  to  lead  it, 
before  the  blood  runs." 
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general,  smiling.  He  was  lookins  at  Kirht 

■''   "°"    i^e   general   orefpTiflo/i   +^ 

evpTif     4«^  "="   07  a  cobra  m  any 

event    And-,^/_,„;__the  salt  sea  air  gets 

"Good-by,  sir!" 

Kirby  stammered  the  words  ar.A    1 

^  all  8^„d  „en  do,  when  mdeirj"^' 
"  "  *  ""M  !">  K'-U  I.™  done  wrong. 
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He  had  no  blame  for  anybody,  only  a  fierce 

resentment  of  injustice-«n  almost  savage 

sense  of  shame  that  any  one  should  J.now 

about  the  adventure  of  the  night  before,  and 

a  rising  sense  of  joy  in  his  soldier's  heart 

because  he  had  orders  in  his  pocket  to  be 

up  and  doing.     So,  and  only  so,  could  he 
forget  it  all. 

He  whipped  up  his  horse  and  went  down 
the  general's  drive  at  a  pace  that  made  the 
British  sentry  at  the  gate  grin  from  ear  to 
ear  with  whole-souled  approval.   He  did  not 
see   a    fat   babu   approach   the   general's 
bungalow  from  the  direction  of  the  bazaar. 
The  babu  salaamed  profoundly,  but  Kirby's 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  road  ahead,  and  L 
Noughts  were  already  deep  in  the  future. 
He  saw  nothing  except  the  road,  until  he 
took  the  last  comer  into  barracks  on  one 
wheel,  and  drew  up  a  minute  later  in  front 
of  the  bachelor  quarters  that  had  sheltered 
him  for  the  past  four  years. 

"Pack!     Campaign  kit!     One  trunkl" 
te  ordered  his  servant.    "Orderlyl" 
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"Orders  clangedl"  said  Kirby  "M™k 

"Destination,  sir?"  askerl  P!,.o       i 
"\r.^+  J-    1  J.sKea  ±srammle. 

-Not  disclosed!" 

ri-.^r'"'  *  ""  '"*"^'"  ■«  War. 
"We  march  out  of  Delhi     Fn+^o-    i  x 

-luen  1  Jl  get  ^  ^^^^ 
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starting  to  hurry  out.  "Everything's 
ready,  but " 

"Wait  a  minute!"  commanded  Kirby; 
and  Warrington  remained  in  the  room  after 
Brammle  had  left  it. 

"You  haven't  said  anything  to  anybody, 
of  course,  about  that  iacident  last  night?" 

"No,  sir." 

"Then  she  hasi" 

Warrington  whistled. 

"Are  you  sure  she  hast" 

"Quite.    I've  just  had  proof  of  iti" 

"Makes  a  fellow  reverence  the  sex!" 
swore  Warrington. 

"It'll  be  forgotten  by  the  time  we're 
back  in  India,"  said  Kirby  solemnly.  "Re- 
member to  keep  absolutely  silent  about  it. 
The  best  way  to  help  others  forget  it  is  to 
forget  it  yourself.  Not  one  word  now  to 
anybody,  even  under  provocation!" 

"Not  a  word,  sir!" 

"All  right.    Go  and  attend  to  business!" 

What  "attending  to  business"  meant  no- 
body can  guess  who  has  not  been  in  at  the 
breaking  up  of  quarters  at  short  notice. 
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Everything  was  ready,  as  Warrington  had 
boasted,  but  even  an  automobile  may  "staU" 
for  a  time  in  the  hands  of  the  best  chauffeur, 
and  a  regiment  contains  as  many  separate 
human  equations  as  it  has  men  in  its  ranks. 
The  amount  of  personal  possessions  that 
iiad  to  be  jettisoned,  or  left  to  the  tender 
mercies  of  a  perfunctory  agent,  would  have 
wrung  groans  from  any  one  but  soldiers 
The  last  minute  details  that  seemed  to  be 
nobody's  job,  and  that,  therefore,  all  fell  to 
Warrington  because  somebody  had  to  see  to 
them,  were  beyond  the  imagination  of  any 
but  an  adjutant,  and  not  even  Warrington's 
imagination  proved  quite  equal  to  the  task. 
"We're  ready,  sirl"  he  reported  at  last 
to  Kirby.     "We're  paraded  and  waiting. 
Brammle's  inspected   'em,  and  I've  done 
ditto.    There  are  only  thirteen  thousand  de- 
tails left  undone  that  I  can't  think  of,  and 
not  one  of  'em's  important  enough  to  keep 
uswaitin'!" 

So  Kirby  rode  out  on  parade  and  took 
the  regiment's  saluto.    There  was  nobody  to 
see  them  off.    There  were  not  even  women 
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to  wail  by  the  barrack  gate,  for  they  marched 
away  at  dininr-time  and  official  lies  had 
been  distributed  where  they  would  do  most 
good. 

Englishman  and  Sikh  alike  rode  un- 
tormented  by  the  wails  or  waving  farewells 
of  their  kindred;  and  there  was  only  a 
civilian  on  a  white  pony,  somewhere  along 
ahead,  who  seemed  to  know  that  they  were 
more  than  just  parading.  He  led  them 
toward  the  Ajmere  Gate,  and  by  the  time 
that  the  regiment's  luggage  came  along  in 
wagons,  with  the  little  rear-guard  last  of  all, 
it  was  too  late  to  run  and  warn  people.  Out- 
ram's  Own  had  gone  at  high  noon,  and 
nobody  the  wiser  I 

There  was  no  music  as  they  marched  and 
no  talking.  Only  the  jingling  bits  and 
rattling  hoofs  proclaimed  that  India's  best 
were  riding  on  a  sudden  summons  to  figl  t 
for  the  "  Salt. "  They  marched  in  the  direc- 
tion least  expected  of  them,  three-quarters 
of  a  day  before  their  scheduled  time,  and 
even  "Guppy,"  the  mess  bull-terrier,  who 
ran  under  the  wagon  with  the  officers'  lug- 
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gage,  behaved  as  if  all  ends  of  the  world 
were  one  to  hun.  He  waved  his  tail  ^  ' 
dignity  and  trotted  in  content 

Hard  by  the  Ajmere  Gate  they  halted 
for  so^e  bullock  carts  had  claimed  ^ 
centun^Iong  prerogative  of  getting  in  tl 
way     While  the  bullocks,  to  much  tail! 

Wmg  and  objurgation,  labored  in  the 
mud  in  every  direction  but  the  right  one 

Death  the  gate,  waiting  patiently.    Then  the 
advance-guard  clattered  off  and  he  ledaC 
He  never  knew  where  it  came  from  and 
he  never  tried  to  guess.    He  caughHtTn 
stmcively,  and  kept  it  for  the  sak     of 

hun  think  for  a  moment  of  his  mother.    At 

his  buttoned  tunic,  and  he  rode  on  through 
the  great  gate  with  a  kinder  thought  for 
Yasimni  than  probably  she  would  guess.  '"^ 
vvitii  that  resentment  gone,  he  could 
ride  now  as  suited  him,  with  all  his  though  s 
ahead,  and  there  lacked  then  only  one  thTng 
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to  complete  his  pleasure — he  missed  Ban- 
joor  Singh. 

It  was  not  that  the  squadron  would  lack 
good  leading.  An  English  officer  had  taken 
Ranjoor  Singh's  place.  It  was  the  man  he 
missed — the  decent  loyal  gentleman  who 
had  worked  untiringly  to  sweat  a  squadron 
into  shape  to  Kirby's  liking  and  never  once 
presumed,  nor  had  taken  offense  at  criticism 
— the  man  who  had  been  good  enough  to 
understand  the  ethics  of  an  alien  colonel 
and  to  translate  them  for  the  benefit  of  his 
command.  It  is  not  easy  for  a  Sikh  to  rise 
to  the  rank  of  major  and  lead  a  squadron 
for  the  Raj. 

He  counted  Ranjoor  Singh  his  friend, 
and  he  knew  that  Ranjoor  Singh  woTild  have 
given  all  the  rest  of  his  life  to  ride  away 
now  for  only  one  encounter  on  a  foreign 
battle-field.  Nothing,  nothing  less  than  the 
word  of  Ranjoor  Singh  himself,  would  ever 
convince  him  of  the  man's  disloyalty.  And 
he  would  have  felt  better  if  he  could  have 
shaken  hands  with  Ranjoor  Singh  before 
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going,  since  it  Beemed  to  be  the  order  of  the 
day  that  the  Sikh  should  stay  behind. 

It  did  not  seem  quite  the  thing  to  be 
nding  away  to  war  with  the  best  native 
officer  in  aU  India  somewhere  in  Delhi  on 
'special  8ervice"--whatever  that  might  be. 
He  was  given,  as  a  rule,  to  smiling  at 
any  man  who  did  his  best.  On  any  other  day 
he  would  have  very  likely  exchanged  a  joke 
with  the  bullock-man  who  labored  so  un- 
availingly  to  get  the  road  cleared  in  a  huriy. 
But  to-day,  since  his  thoughts  were  of  Ran- 
joor  Singh,  he  paid  the  man  no  attention ;  he 
iiad  not  even  formed  a  mental  picture  of  him 
by  the  time  he  passed  the  gate. 

It  was  Warrington,  cantering  up  from 
behind  a  minute  or  so  later,  who  changed 
the  color  of  the  earth  and  sky. 
"Did  you  recognize  him,  sir?" 
"Whom!" 
"Ranjoor  Singh!" 
"No I    Where?" 

"Not  the  bullock  man  who  blocked  the 
road,  but  the  man  who  ran  out  from  behind 
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the  gate  and  straightened  things  out  again. 
That  man  was  Ranjoor  Singh  in  mufti  I" 
"What  malces  you  thinlc  sot" 
"I  recognized  him.    So  did  his  squadron 
—look  at  them!    They're  riding  lilce  new 
men  I" 

Kirby  looked,  and  there  was  no  doubt 
about  D  Squadron. 

"Is  he  there  still?"  he  asked. 
"I  can  see  a  man  standing  there — see 
him?   Fellow  in  white  between  two  bullock 
carts?" 

Kirby  pulled  out  to  the  roadside  and  let 
the  regiment  pass  him.  Then  he  cantered 
back.  The  man  between  the  bullock  carts 
had  his  back  turned,  and  was  gazing  toward 
Delhi  under  his  hand. 

"Ranjoor  Singh!"  said  Kirby,  reining 
suddenly.    "Is  that  you?" 

"Uh?"  The  man  faced  about.  He  was 
no  more  Ranjoor  Singh  than  he  was  Colonel 
Kirby. 

"Where  is  the  man  who  came  from 
behind  the  gate  to  clear  the  road?" 

The  man  pointed  toward  the  gate.    In- 
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«de,  within  the  gloom  of  the  gate  itself, 
Kirby  was  cei-tain  he  saw  a  Sikh  who  stood 
at  the  salute.  He  cantered  to  the  gate,  for 
he  would  have  given  a  year's  pay  for  word 
with  Ranjoor  Singh.  But  when  he  reached 
the  gaf«  the  man  was  gone. 

"And  he  promised  he'd  be  there  to  lead 
his  squadron  when  the  blood  runs,"  won- 
dered Kirby. 


I, 'I'  i 

t 


I 


"Now  a  trap."  aaid  the  tiger,  "w  easy  to  tpot." 

(Oh,  junpli,  be  seated  and  listen!) 
"Some  tempt  you  vnth  live  bait,  and  others  do 

not," 

(Oh,  jungli,  be  leery  and  listenl) 

"The  easiest  sort  to  detect  have  a  door 

A  box,  with  three  walls  and  a  roof  and  a  floor- 
That  the  veriest,  hungriest  cub  should  ignore." 

(Oh,  jungli,  stop  laughing  and  listenl) 
'  This  isn't  a  trap,  as  I'U  show  you,  my  friend." 
But  the  tiger  feU  into  it.    That  is  the  i   d. 

(Oh,  jvngK,  be  loving  and  listen!) 

Yasmini's  Sonq. 
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CHAPTER  X 


IJANJOOR  SINGH,  on  the  trail  of  a 
•■•^murderer,  shoved  with  his  whole 
strength  against  a  little  door  of  the  House- 
of-the-Eight-Half-brothers.  It  yielded  sud- 
denly. He  shot  in  headlong,  and  the  door 
slammed  behind  him.  As  he  fell  forward 
into  pitch  blackness  he  was  consdcus  of 
shooting  bolts  behind  and  of  the  squeaking 
of  a  beam  swung  into  place. 

But,  having  served  the  Raj  for  more 
years  than  he  wanted  to  remember,  through 
three  campaigns  in  the  Himalayas,  once 
against  the  Masudis,  and  once  in  China,  he 
was  in  full  possession  of  trained  soldier 
senses.  Darkness,  he  calculated  instantly, 
was  a  shield  to  him  who  can  use  it,  and  a 
danger  only  to  the  unwary;  and  there  are 
grades  of  wariness,  just  as  there  are  grades 
of  sloth. 

Two  men  who  thought  themselves  so 
wide  awake  as  to  be  .    -ond  the  reach  of 
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government,  each  threw  a  noosed  rope,  and 
caught  each  other.  Eanjoor  Singh  could  not 
see  the  ropes,  but  he  could  hear  the  stifled 
swearing  and  the  ensuing  struggle;  and  an 
ear  is  as  good  as  an  eye  in  the  dark. 

Something— he  never  knew  what— 
warned  him  to  duck  and  step  forward.  He 
felt  the  whistle  of  a  club  that  missed  him  by 
so  little  as  to  make  the  skin  twitch  on  the 
back  of  his  neck. 

His  right  leg  shot  sidewise,  und  he 
tripped  a  man.  In  another  second  he  had 
the  club,  and  there  was  no  measurable  in- 
terval of  time  then  before  the  darkness  was 
a  living  miracle  of  blows  that  came  from 
everywhere  and  missed  nothing. 

Three  men  went  down,  and  Ranjoor 
Singh  was  in  command  of  a  situation  whose 
wherefore  and  possibilities  he  could  not 
guess  until  an  electric  torch  declared  itself 
some  twenty  feet  away,  at  more  than  twice 
his  height,  and  he  stood  vignetted  in  a  circle 
of  white  light. 

"The   sahib   proves   a   gentle   guestl" 
purred  a  voice  he  thought  he  recognized.   It 
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was  a  woman's.    "H-s  the  ^^hib  a  pistol 
with  him?" 

Ranjoor  Singh,  cursing  his  oto  neglect 
of  soldierly  precaution,  saw  fit  not  to 
answer.  A  human  arm  reached  like  a  snake 
into  the  ring  of  light.  He  struck  at  it  with 
tbe  club,  and  a  groan  announced  that  he  had 
struck  hard  enough. 

"Does  the  sahib  think  that  the  noise  of 
a  pistol  would  cause  his  friends  to  come?  Is 
Ranjoor  Singh  ashamed?  Speak,  sahib!  Is 
It  well  to  break  into  a  house  and  be  surly 
with  the  hostess?" 

Ranjoor  Singh  stepped  backward,  and 
the  ring  of  light  followed  him,  until  he  stood 
pressed  against  the  teak  door  and  could  feel 
the  heavy  beam  that  ran  up  and  do^vn  it 
locked  firmly  above  and  below.    He  prodded 
over  his  head  behind  him  with  the  club,  try- 
ing to  find  what  held  the  beam,  and  the  ring 
of  light  lifted  a  foot  or  two,  then  five  feet 
until  its  center  was  on  the  center  of  the 
club's  handle. 

A  pistol  cracked  and  flashed  then,  from 
behind  the  light,  and  the  club  splintered.  He 
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,W  v'^'*'  ^f  *^'  torch-light  ceased,  leav- 
mg  hun  dazed,  but  not  so  dazed  that  he  did 
not  hear  a  man  sneak  up  and  carry  the 
splintered  dub  away.  He  followed  after  the 
man,  for  he  knew  now  that  he  was  in  a  nar- 

But  again  the  torch-light  sought  him  out. 
Ha  f-way  to  the  foot  of  steep  stairs  that  he 
could  dimly  outline  he  halted,  for  advance 
against  hidden  pistol-fire  and  dazzling  light 
was  futile.  ° 

"Lookr  said  the  same  soft,  woman's 

rrt  ;^r^'«^i''J  SecSanjoorSingh! 
the  hooded  death!  See  the  hooded  death 
behmd  you!" 

It  was  not  her  command  that  made  him 
look.   He  knew  better  than  to  turn  his  head 
at  an  unseen  woman's  bidding  in  the  dark. 
But  he  heard  them  hiss,  and  he  turned  to  see 
four  cobras  come  toward  him,  with  the 
front  third  of  their  bodies  raised  from  the 
floor  and  their  hoods  extended.    He  saw 
that  a  panel  in  the  wooden  wall  had  slid,  and 
the  last  snake's  tail  was  yet  inside  the  gap 
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"There  are  more  in  the  wnii   t?     • 

si^gM  Will  they  fiTz:\^.z:i 

were  aU  he  had  to  wan,  him  of  the  snakes' 
approach-ears  and  imagination.  8^Z 
a  well  launched  charge  of  light  cavaTxy  he 
eaped  for  the  stairs  and  tool  them  foT;  t 
a  W  He  reached  the  top  one  sooner  ftan 
he  W  it.  The  torch  flashed  in  hTeyes 
a.dhe  .w  a  pistol-mouth  Just  beyond  aS 

that'hf?p1;^'"'T  ^^^^'"  ^^^"J  ^  ^oi<^ 
that  he  felt  sure  he  recognized.    His  eyes 

began    to    search    beyond    the    ligh     for 

glimpses  of  dim  outline. 

.,vi!??^'  ^^°"''^'"  ®^°S^'    Back  to  the 
r^ht-toward  that  door,    lu,  through  tS: 

He  obeyed,  since  he  knew  now  with  whom 
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into  a  bare,  dark,  teak-walled  room,  and  she 
followed  him,  and  she  had  scarcely  closed  the 
door  at  her  back  before  another  door  opened 
at  the  farther  end,  and  two  of  her  maids 
appeared,  carrying  candle-lamps. 

"What  do  you  want  with  me  I"  demanded 
xtanjoor  Singh. 

"Nay!   Did  I  invite  the  sahib?" 

"I  came  about  a  murderer  who  entered 

by  that  door  through  which  I  came." 
"To  pay  him  the  reward,  perhaps?"  she 

asked  impudently. 

Sin"?   ^  *^^  ^°"'^*"  ^'^^^  ^^"J'^*^^ 

"This  is  the  House-of-the-Eight-Half- 
brothers,  sahib." 

"This  is  a  hole  where  murderers  hide  I  A 
man  of  mine  was  slain  in  the  street  below 
and  the  murderer  came  in  here.  Where  is 
he  now?" 

"He  and  the  bigger  fool  who  followed 

hmi,"  said  Tasmini,  poising  herself  like  a 

nodding    blossom    and    smiling    like    the 

promise  of  new  love,  as  she  paused  to  be 
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insolent  and  Jet  the  insolence  sink  home  "are 
at  my  mercy!"  '       ® 

Ranjoor  Singh  did  not  answer  but  .h. 
could  draw  no  amusement  from  S  Lt 
for  his  eye  was  miafraid.  ' 

itv  '!f/°'  ^'"'".*^'  ^"^•*^'  ^J^^re  the  qual- 

i'ii:ds::eTy/^^^"^^^-^--''«he 

"Who  asks  mercy?  I  was  seen  and  heard 

will  seek  to  enterl    And  they  w  iffiLl 
murderer,  though  thou  sha/see  «.y  1" 
derer.    Come  this  way,  sahib  " 

herlti?«f  ?""  ^^  °^^^*  ^«^«  blown 
her,  so  swiftly,  hssomely  she  ran  toward  the 

other  door,  laughing  back  at  him  acroL  her 
shoulder  and  leaving  a  trail  «f  . 

scent     Ti.»  +„         f  "  °^  aromatic 

scent.     The  two  maids  held  their  eandle- 
lantems  h  gh   and,  striding  like  a  soTdfer 

that  the  maids  shut  the  heavy  door  behini 
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him  and  bolted  it.  He  argued  to  himself  that 
he  was  as  safe  in  one  room  as  in  another, 
and  she  as  dangerous;  also,  that  it  made 
no  difference  in  which  room  he  might  be 
when  the  squadron  or  his  colonel  missed 
him. 

'•Look,  Banjoor  Singh!  Look  through 
that  holel" 

There  was  plenty  of  light  in  this  room, 
for  there  was  a  lantern  in  every  corner.  He 
could  see  that  she  was  gazing  through  a  hole 
in  the  wall  at  something  that  amused  her, 
and  she  motioned  to  another  hole  eight  feet 
away  from  it.  He  crossed  a  floor  that  was 
solid  and  age-old;  no  two  planks  of  it  were 
of  even  width  or  length,  but  none  creaked. 

At  her  invitation  he  looked  through  the 
little  square  hole  she  pointed  out.   And  then, 
for  the  first  time,  he  confessed  surprise. 
"Thou,  Jagut  Singh!"  he  exclaimed. 
He  stepped  back,  blinked  to  reassure 
himself,  and  stepped  to  the  hole  again.  Back 
to  back,  tied  right  hand  to  right,  left  hand 
to  left,  so  that  their  arms  were  crossed  be- 
hind them,  and  lashed  waist  to  waist,  a 
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trooper  of  D  Squadron  and  the  Af  ridi  wiom 
he  had  kzcked  at  Fasmini's  sat  on  the  floo^ 
facing  opposite  waUs.  Dumb  nnsery  was 
stamped  on  the  Sikh's  face,  the  despL  of 
evaporated  savagery  on  the  Afridi's 

Jagut    Singhl"    said    the    risaldar- 
mjor.  louder  this  time;  and  the  trooper 
looked  up.  a  most  as  if  hope  had  been  Lt 
instant  born  in  him. 
"Jagut  Singhl" 

The  trooper  grilled.    A  white  row  of 
ivoiy  showed  between  his  black  beard  and 

r       ^wt*"^'*''^««^«^'^-i-.but 

WBs^tk.'^'''^*^^'**^^^^^^^ 

;'I  knew  it,  sahibi"  he  shouted.  "I  knew 
that  one  would  come  for  me!  This  hill  wild- 
cat has  fought  until  the  ropes  cut  both  of  us  • 

t^ti.  .'!!".'' ""^^^  I  can  wait.  Attend 
to  the  duty  first.  Only  let  him  who  comes 
bnng  water  wi«.  him,  for  this  is  a  thirsty 

Ranjoor   Singh   looked   sidewise.     He 
cou  d  see  that  Yasmini  was  absorbed  in 
contemplation  of  her  prisoners.    Her  little 
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lithe  fonn  was  pressed  tightly  against  the 
wall,  less  than  two  yards  away.    He  could 
giiess,  and  he  had  heard  a  dozen  times,  that 
dancing  had  made  her  stronger  than   a 
panther  and  more  swift.    Yet  he  thought 
that  If  he  had  her  in  his  aims  he  Qould 
crush  those  light  ribs  until  she  would  yield 
and    order    her   prisoner    released.      The 
trooper's  confidence   desei-ved  immediate 
not  postponed,  reward.  ' 

He  watched  for  a  minute.    He  could  see 
that  her  bosom  rose  and  fell  regularly 
against  the  woodwork;  she  was  all  uncon- 
scious of  her  danger,  he  was  sure  of  it.    He 
changed  his  position,  and  she  neither  looked 
nor  moved.    He    changed  it  again,  so  that 
his  weight  was  all  on  his  left  foot;  he  was 
sure  she  had  not  noticed.    Then  he  sprang. 
He  sprang  sidewise,  as  a  horse  does  that 
sees  a  snake  by  the  roadside,  every  nerve 
and  sinew  keyed  to  the  tightest  pitch-eye, 
ear  and  instinct  working  together.     And 
she,  in  the  same,  second,  turned  to  meet  him 
smiling,  with  outstretched  arms,  as  if  she 
would  meet  him  half-way  and  hug  him  to  her 
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feci  enas.    But  she  came  and  trofl  on 
them,  and  though  her  weight  wl  » 
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To  his  surprise  he  did  not  fall  very  far, 
and  though  he  landed  on  an  elbow  and  a  hip' 
he  struck  so  softly  that  for  a  moment  he 
believed  he  must  be  mad,  or  dead,  or  dream- 
ing. Then  his  fingers,  numb  f-om  Yasmini  's 
pressure,  began  to  recognize  the  feel  of 
gunny-bags,  and  of  cotton-wool,  and  of 
paper.  Also,  he  smeUed  kerosene  or  some- 
thing very  like  it. 

"Forget  not  tl.-  water  for  thy  trooper, 
Ranjoor  Singh  I" 

He  looked  up  to  see  Yasmini 's  face 
framed  in  the  opening,  and  he  thought  there 
WP3  more  devihnent  expressed  in  it,  for  all 
her  loveliness,  than  in  her  voice  that  never 
quite  lost  its  hint  of  laughter.  He  did  not 
answer,  and  the  trap-door  closed  again. 

He  knelt  and  began  to  grope  through  the 
dark  on  hands  and  knees,  but  gave  that  up 
presently  because  the  dust  from  old  sacks 
and  piles  of  rubbish  began  to  choke  him. 
Then  rats  came  to  investigate  him.  He 
heard  several  of  them  scamper  close,  and 
one  bit  his  leg;  so  he  made  ready  to  fight 
for  his  life  against  the  worst  enemy  a  man 
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rr^^^'  ^^^""^  "  ""'«  i°  the  Sikh  wav 

Suddenly  the  trap-door  opened  and  th« 
-js^sca^pered  away  fro.  ^thel;^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

RaZ"sSr'''^"^°^™^'''«^^^ 

won^ed'^^iSn^^^"-  "'^'  ^^^-^^^" 

He  could  hear  her  pouring  water  out  of 

a  bra^  ewer  into  a  dish,  and  pou;4    t 

splash 'n-r^'  '"^*^'  ™"^  -^' he  wfter 
splashed  dehciously,  but  he  was  not  vet 

ItrS;itr^^^"^-«--p-" 

men  her  head  and  shoulders  darkened 
the^ape..e,  he  did  not  trouble  this^r^^^ 

but'SLrttTwr^^"^^^-^^^^'-'- 

Papei.   In  a  moment  a  ball  of  fire  was  float 

the  smell  of  dust  and  kerosene  entered  his 
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consciousness  as  pincers  enter  the  fleSh  of 
men  in  torment.  He  stood  up  with  hands 
upstretched  to  catch  the  fire — caught  it — 
bore  it  downward — ^and  smothered  it  in 
gunny-bags. 

"Still  dark?"  she  said,  looking  through 
the  aperture  once  more.  "I  will  send 
another  one!" 

So  Banjoor  Singh  foimd  his  tongue  and 
cursed  her  with  a  force  and  comprehensive- 
ness that  only  Asia  can  command;  he  gave 
her  to  understand  that  the  next  fire  she 
dropped  on  him  should  be  allowed  to  work 
God's  will  and  bum  her — ^her,  her  rats,  her 
cobras,  and  her  cutthroats.  Two  honest 
Sikhs,  he  swore,  would  die  well  to  such  an 
end. 

"Drop  thy  fire  and  I  will  fan  the  flame !" 
he  vowed,  and  she  believed  him. 

"I  will  send  my  cobrns  down  to  keep  the 
sahib  company!"  she  mocked. 

But  Ranjoor  Singh  proposed  to  take  one 

danger  at  a  time,  and  he  was  quite  sure 

that  she  wanted  him  alive,  not  dead,  for 

otherwise  he  would  have  been  dead  already. 
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"Thy  trooper  is  very  thirsty,  sahib!" 
She  was  on  a  wanner  scent  now,  for  that 

spmt  of  malice  whispered  her  as  much. 

inn.  «      r''^"''  '^^"  ^«^«  ^^ter  when  Ran- 
joor  Singh  sahib  has  pronnsed  on  his  Bm 

"Promised  what?"    Tn«  ^  •     ,   , 

Sliest  at  iast.^!:,i;j2^^ 
bilities  instead  of  a  grim  present. 

himr^'*  he  will  do  what  is  required  of 

Singh?"'''*  '''"  ^™'  °'  *  •^  ^-  J«g"t 

theWn    ^^"?«««^bpay,orwillhelet 
ine  trooper  parch?" 

"Ask  Jagut  Singh!    Go,  ask  him  I    Let 
It  be  as  he  answers!" 

He  could  hear  her  huriy  away,  although 

she  slammed  the  trap-door  shut.    Evidentfv 

«he  was  not  satisfied  to  speak  through  t£ 

little  hole,  and  he  suspected  that  «he  was 
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showing  the  man  water,  perhaps  giving 
some  to  the  Afridi  for  sweet  suggestion's 
sake.  She  was  back  within  five  minutes, 
and  by  the  way  she  opened  the  trap  and 
griimed  at  him  he  knew  what  her  answer 
would  be. 

"He  begs  that  you  promise!  He  begs, 
sahib!  He  says  he  is  thy  trooper,  thy  dog, 
thy  menial,  and  very  thirsty!" 

"Bring  some  one  who  knows  better  how 
to  lie  1 "  said  Ean  joor  Singh.  '  *  I  know  what 
his  answer  was!  He  said,  'Say  to  the  risal- 
dar-major  sahib  that  I  have  eaten  salt,  but 
I  am  not  thirsty!'  Go,  tell  him  his  ans-ver 
was  a  good  one,  and  that  I  know  he  said  it ! 
I  know  that  man,  as  men  know  each  other. 
Thou  art  a  woman,  and  thy  knowledge  is 
but  emptiness.  Thou  hast  heard  now  twice 
what  the  answer  is,  once  from  him  and  once 
from  mel" 

"I  will  leave  thee  to  the  rats!"  she  said, 
slamming  the  trap-door  tight. 

The  rats  came,  and  he  began  to  grope 
about  for  a  weapon  to  use  against  them.  He 
caught  one  rat  in  his  fingers,  squeezed  the 
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squealing  brute  to  death  and  flung  it  away 
race  to  devour  the  carcass. 

him  in  the  blackness,  that  watched  his  every 
movement,  and  he  kept  moving  since  IS 
seemed  to  puzzle  them.  Also  he  wLLred 
as  a  drownmg  man  might  wonder  about 
ttmgs,  how  long  it  would  be  before  Colonel 
Kirby  would  send  for  him  to  ask  about  the 
murdered  trooper.  Something  would  hap! 
pen  then,  he  felt  quite  sure. 

The  rats  by  this  time  had  grown  verv 
danug,  a„d  he  had  been  bitten  again  twice^ 
he  found  time  to  wonder  what  lies  Yas- 
mini  would  tell  to  account  for  her  share 
m  things.  He  did  not  doubt  she  would  lie 
herself  out  of  it,  but  he  wondered  just  how, 
along  what  unexpected  line.  It  began  to 
seem  to  him  that  the  colonel  and  his 
squadron  were  «  very  long  time  coming. 

self  ^^^  "^"^  ''*''°^'"  ^^  ^^'"^^'^  ^™- 

He  was  nearer  to  the  mark  when  he 
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expected  unexpectedness  from  Yasmini,  for 
she  did  not  disappoint  him.  A  door  opened 
at  one  end  of  the  black  dark  cellar  ,and  again 
the  rats  scampered  for  cover  as  Yasmini  her- 
self stood  framed  in  it,  with  a  lantern  above 
her  head.  She  was  alone,  and  he  could  not 
see  that  she  had  any  weapon. 

"This  way,  sahib  I"  she  called  sweetly  to 
him. 

Never— North,  South,  East  or  West,  in 
olden  days  or  modem— did  a  siren  call  half 
so  seductively.  Every  move  she  ever  made 
was  poetry  expressed,  but  framed  in  a 
golden  aura  shed  by  the  lamp,  and  swaying 
in  the  velvet  blackness  of  the  pit's  mouth, 
she  was,  it  seemed  to  Eanjoor  Singh,  as  no 
man  had  ever  yet  seen  woman. 

"Come,  sahibi"  she  called  again;  and  he 
moved  toward  her. 

' '  Food  and  water  wait  1  Thy  trooper  has 
drunk  his  fill.    Come,  sahibi" 

She  made  no  move  at  all  to  protect  her- 
self from  him.    She  did  not  lead  into  the 
cavern  beyond  the  door.     She  waited  for 
him,  leaning  against  the  door-post  and  smil- 
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ing  as  if  she  and  he  were  old  friends  who 
understood  each  other. 

"I  but  tried  thee,  Ranjoor  Singh  f"  she 
s^ed  looking  up  i.to  his  face  and'h  Jng 

r^A.'™/"''"  *"  "^^  '^''' «« if  «!>«  would 
Zi:^^  *'^'™-    ""^^"^ ^^ «  ««l^er.  and 

tteetrf  '  "  '*,f '  '  ^"  ^^^^  *^«t  I  -lied 
thee  buffa.o.  My  heart  goes  out  ever  to  a 
brave  man,  Ranjoor  Singh  1" 

He  was  actually  at  her  side,  her  clothes 
touched  his,  and  he  could  have  fl;ng  his  ams 
a«he.  But  it  was  the  move  next  afTr 
that  which  seemed  obscure.    He  wondered 

what  her  reply  would  be;  and,  moving  r 
lanteni  a  mtle,  she  read  tne  hesitation  in 
his  eyes-the  wavering  between  desire  for 
vengeance  a  soldierly  regard  for  sex,  and 
nustrust  of  her  apparent  helplessness.  And, 
being  Yasmini,  she  dared  him 

"Like  swords  I  have  seen!"  she  laughed. 

Two  cutting  edges  and  a  point  I   Not  to  be 

held  save  by  the  hilt,  eh,  Ranjoor  Singh? 

Search  me  for  weapons  first,  and  then  use 

that  dagger  m  thy  hair-I  am  unarmed!" 

Lead  on  I"  he  commanded  in  a  voice  that 
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grated  harshly,  for  it  needed  all  his  will- 
power to  prevent  his  self-command  from 
giving  out.  He  knew  that  behind  tempta- 
tion of  any  kind  there  lie  the  iron  teeth  of 
unexpected  consequences. 

She  let  the  lantern  swing  below  her  knees 
and  leaned  back  to  laugh  at  him,  until  the 
cavern  behind  her  echoed  as  if  all  the  under- 
world had  seen  and  was  amused. 

"I  called  thee  a  buffalo!"  she  panted. 
"Nay,  I  was  very  wrong!  I  laugh  at  my 
mistake!    Come,  Ranjoor  Singh!" 

With  a  swing  of  the  lantern  and  a  swerve 
of  her  lithe  body,  she  slipped  out  of  his  reach 
and  danced  down  an  age-old  hewn-stone 
passage,  out  of  which  doors  seemed  to  lead 
at  every  six  or  seven  yards;  only  the  doors 
were  all  made  fast  with  iron  bolts  so  huge 
that  it  would  take  two  men  to  manage  them. 

He  hurried  after  her.  But  the  faster  he 
followed  the  faster  she  ran,  until  it  needed 
little  imagination  to  conceive  her  a  will-o'- 
the-wisp  and  himself  a  crazy  man. 

"Come!"  she  kept  calling  to  him. 
"Come!" 
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And  then  she  commenced  to  sing,  as  if 
dark  passages  beneath  the  Delhi  streSs  we  e 

joor  Singh  had  never  heard  the  song  before. 
It  was  about  a  tiger  who  boasted  and  fell  into 

JIm\      ""^  '  ^  '"'^"^  ^"««"«  than  he 
nught  have  been,  and  when  the  darkness 

walk.    Then  he  stood  still,  for  he  could  not 
see  her  any  longer, 

thrl^ZT^^  *"  ^^  *"  *"™  ^^'^-   B"t  that 
thought  had  not  more  than  crossed  his  mind 

when  a  noose  was  pulled  tight  around  his 
legs  and  a  big  sheet,  thrown  out  of  the  dark- 
ness was  wrapped  and  wrapped  about  him 
until  he  could  neither  shout  nor  move.  He 
knew  that  they  were  women  who  managed 
the  sheet  because  he  bit  one's  finger  through 
It  and  she  screamed.  Then  he  heard  yL 
mna  s  voice  close  to  his  ear. 

"Thy  colonel  sahib  and  another  are  out- 
IV.  '^"  jh^«P«^«d.  "It  is  not  well  to 
wait  here,  Banjoor  Singh!" 

Next  he  felt  a  great  rush  of  air,  and  after 
that  the  roar  of  flame  was  so  anmistakablc 
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although  he  could  feel  no  heat  yet— that  ho 
wondered  whether  he  was  to  be  burned  aliv6. 

"Is  it  well  alight f"  asked  Yasmini. 

"YesI"  said  a  maid  whose  teeth  chat- 
tered. 

"Good I  Prese  ;tly  the  fools  will  come 
and  pour  water  enough  to  fill  this  passage. 
Thus  none  may  follow  us  I    Come  I " 

Ranjoor  Singh  was  gathered  up  and 
carried  by  frightened  women — ^he  could  feel 
them  tremble.  For  a  moment  he  felt  the 
outer  air,  and  he  caught  the  shout  of  a  crowd 
that  had  seen  flames.  Then  he  was  thrown 
face  downward  on  the  floor  of  some  sort  of 
carriage  and  driven  away. 

He  lost  all  sense  of  direction  after  a 
moment,  though  he  did  not  forget  to  count, 
and  by  his  rough  r'^ckoning  he  was  driven 
through  the  streets  for  about  nine  minutes 
at  a  fast  trot.  Then  the  carriage  stopped, 
and  he  was  carried  out  again,  up  almost  end- 
less stairs,  across  a  floor  that  seemed  yet 
more  endless,  and  thrown  into  a  comer. 

He  heard  a  door  slam  shut,  and  almost 
at  the  same  moment  his  fingers,  that  had 
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never  once  ceased  working,  tore  a  comer  of 
the  Bheet  loose. 

In  another  minute  he  was  free 
He  threw  the  sheet  from  him  and  looked 
about,  accustoming  his  eyes  to  darkness. 
Presently,  not  far  from  him,  he  made  out  the 
shee  ed  figure  of  another  man,  who  lay 
exactly  as  he  had  done  and  worked  with 
tired  fingers.  He  drew  the  dagger  out  of  his 
hair  and  cut  the  man  loose. 

"Jagut  Singh  I"  he  exclaimed. 

The  trooper  stood  up  and  saluted. 
'Who  brought  thee  here?" 

"Women,  sahib,  in  a  carriage  I" 

"When?" 

"Even  now  I" 

"Where  is  that  Afridi?" 

"Dead,  sahib  I" 

"How?" 

"She  brought  us  water  in  a  brass  vessel 
sayuig  it  was  by  thy  orders,  sahib.  She 
cut  us  loose  and  gave  him  water  first.  Then, 
while  she  gave  me  to  drink  the  Afridi  at- 
tacked her,  and  I  slew  him  with  my  hands, 
tearing  his  throat  out— thus  I  While  the 
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life  yet  fluttered  in  him  they  threw  a  sheet 
over  me— and  here  I  am  I   Salaam,  sahib  I ' ' 

The  trooper  saluted  again. 

"Who  made  thee  prisoner  in  the  first 
placet" 

"Hillmen,  sahib,  at  the  orders  of  the 
Afridi  who  is  now  dead.  They  made  ready 
to  torture  me,  showing  me  the  knives  they 
would  use.  But  she  came,  and  they  obeyed 
her,  binding  the  Afridi  fast  to  me.  After 
that  I  heard  the  sahib's  voice,  and  then  this 
happened.    That  is  all,  sahib." 

"Well!"  said  Ranjoor  Singh.  And  for 
the  third  time  his  trooper  saw  fit  to  salute 
him. 


1 4 


Whoshatt  he  trusted  to  carry  my  trustf 
{HUher.  and  answer  me.  stranger!) 

Instant,— yet  toary  o'  danger! 
Hand  without  craftings,  eye  without  lust 
Ltpwuhout  flattery!   SuchanonsTust 
Prove  yet  his  worthiness-yet  earn  my  trust! 

(Hither,  and  play  with  me.  stranger!) 
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CHAPTER  XI 

WEN  say  Tasmini  does  not  sleep.  Of 
ATX  course,  that  is  absurd.  Nonetheless, 
It  18  certain  she  must  do  much  of  her  plot- 

^^^1  "  "  '''^"^^  ^'  ^"^^^  whom 
the  Northern  gentry  know,  at  home  to  all 
comers  m  her  wonderful  apartment. 

It  IS  ever  a  mystery  to  them  how  she 
knows  all  that  is  going  on  in  Delhi,  and  in 
India  and  in  the  greater  outer  world,  al- 
though they  themselves  bring  her  informa- 
tion that  r,  government  could  ever  suck  out 
of  the  silent  hills.    They  know  where  she 

fr^^  f  x.'"''™'-^^'™  «»«  strong-box  is, 
m  which  her  jewels  lie  crowded-who  run 
her  errands-^nd  some  of  her  past  history, 
for  not  even  a  mongoose  is  more  inquisitive 
than  a  man  bom  in  the  hills,  and  Yasmini 
has  many  maids.  But  none-not  even  her 
favorite,  most  confidential  maids-know 
what  IS  m  the  little  room  that  she  reaches 
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down  a  private  flight  of  stairs  that  have  a 
steel  door  at  the  top. 

She  keeps  the  key  to  that  steel  door,  and 
it  has,  besides,  a  combination  lock  that  only- 
she  understands. 

Once  a  very  clever  hillman,  who  had  been 
south  for  an  education  and  had  learned 
skepticism  in  addition  to  the  rule  of  three, 
undertook  to  discover  wires  leading  over 
roof-tops  to  that  room ;  but  he  searched  for 
a  week  and  did  not  find  them.  When  his 
search  was  over,  and  all  had  done  laughing 
at  him,  he  was  found  one  night  with  a  knife- 
wound  between  his  shoulder-blades,  and, 
later  still,  Yasmini  sang  a  song  about  him. 
None  searched  for  wires  after  that,  and  the 
consensus  of  opinion  still  is  that  she  makes 
magic  in  the  room  below-stairs. 

She  sought  that  room  the  minute  Ranjoor 
Singh  was  safely  locked  in  with  his  trooper, 
although  her  maids  reported  more  than  one 
Northern  gentleman  waiting  impatiently  in 
the  larger  of  her  two  reception-rooms  for 
official  information  of  the  war.  Government 
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bulletins  are  regarded  as  pure  fiction  always 
unless  confirmed  by  Yasmini  ^  ' 

Si^jf,*^'  r*^  fi^«  °»i"i^tes  of  Banjoor 
Singh 's  release  of  his  trooper  from  the  sheet 
DO  less  a  personage  than  a  general  officer  had 
thrown  aside  other  businei  and  haTdra^ 
on  a  cloak  of  secrecy  that  not  even  h^"^ 
secretary  could  penetrate 

thou'^tt^  r"??''"  ""'  '''^'''^'  -"d,  as 
though  the  fire  brigade  were  doing  double 
duty,  a  carriage  came,  and  the  horsel  r^p! 
17'  halted  from  the  gallop  outslde^l 

"Pathan  turbanl"  he  ordered;  and  his 
servant  brought  him  one. 
"Sheepskin  cloak  1" 
In  a  moment  the  upper  half  of  him  would 

^Sv  rl"'  *"'  '^'^  ''''  «>«*  «^  -  -«ther 
port^  Northern  trader.  He  decided  that  a 
rug  would  do  the  rest,  and  snatched  one  as 
he  ran  for  the  carriage  with  the  turban 
mider  his  arm.  He  gave  no  order  to  the 
dnver  other  than  "Cheloh  I"  and  that  means 
Go  ahead";  so  the  driver,  who  was  a  Sikh, 
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went  ahead  as  the  guns  go  into  action, 
asway  and  aswing,  regardless  of  everything 
but  speed. 

"Yasmini's!"  said  the  general,  at  the 
end  of  a  hundred  yards ;  and  the  Sikh  took 
£  square,  right-angle  turn  at  full  gallop  with 
a  neatness  the  Horse  Artillery  could  not  have 
bettered.  There  seemed  to  be  no  need  of 
further  instructions,  for  the  Sikh  pulled  up 
unbidden  at  the  private  door  that  is  to  all 
appearance  only  a  mark  on  the  dirty-look- 
ing wall. 

With  a  rug  around  his  middle,  there  shot 
out  then  what  a  watching  small  boy  described 
afterward  as  "a  fat  hill-rajah  on  his  way 
to  be  fleeced."  The  carriage  drove  on,  for 
coachmen  who  wait  outside  Yasmini's  door 
are  likely  to  be  butts  for  questions.  The 
door  opened  without  any  audible  signal,  and 
the  man  with  the  rug  aroimd  his  middle 
disappeared. 

He  had  ceased  to  bear  any  resemblance  to 
any  one  but  a  stout  English  general  in  mess- 
dress  by  the  time  he  reached  the  dark  stair- 
head; and  Yasmini  took  the  precaution  of 
234 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WORLD 

"Whom  have  you?"  he  demanded. 
They  seemed  to  understand  each  other- 
^ese  two    He  paid  her  no  compIiment7and 

all  to  flatter  him  or  deceive  him.   But,  being 
s^Sy/*  did  not  lie  in  her  to  ^?e? 

itf  Hr*^i*;T°'*^^"*^''"'^""^«r«dinto 

Whom  have  you?" 

"Risaldar-Major  Ranjoor  Singh!" 
-Ihe  general  whistled  softly 

"oi*'''/S^ u'^^^  Cavalry?" he  asked. 
One  of  Kirby  sahib's  officers,  and  a 
trooper  into  the  bargain  I" 
The  general  whistled  again 

TO  catch,     she  said  hurriedly,  for  it  wa<, 

evident  that  the  general  did  not  at  alll 
prove  of  the  turn  affairs  had  taken.     '^ 

Sh?H^?  J"J^''"  "*  *^^  House-of-the- 

Eight-Half-brothers,  and  some  hillmen  in 

there  ready  to  rush  out  and  seize  them  as 
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they  passed.  But  a  fool  Afridi  murdered 
one,  and  I  only  got  there  in  the  nick  of  time 
to  save  the  other's  life.  I  meant  that  Ban- 
joor  Singh,  who  is  a  buffalo,  should  be 
troubled  about  his  troopers  and  suspected 
on  his  own  account,  for  he  and  I  have  a 
private  quarrel.  I  did  not  mean  to  catch 
him,  or  make  use  of  him.  But  he  walked 
into  the  trap.  What  shall  be  done  with 
him?   Let  the  sahib  say  the  word  and " 

Her  gesture  was  inimitable.  Not  so  the 
gurgle  that  she  gave,  for  a  man's  breath 
bubbling  through  the  blood  of  a  slit  throat 
makes  the  same  shuddersome  sound  exactly. 
The  general  took  no  notice  whatever  of  that, 
for  wise  men  of  the  West  understand  the 
East 's  attempts  to  scandalize  them.  It  is  the 
everlasting  amusement  of  Tasmini,  and  a 
thousand  others,  to  pretend  that  the  English 
are  even  more  blood  careless  than  them- 
selves, just  as  it  is  their  practise  to  build 
confidently  on  the  opposite  fact. 

"Did  you  fire  the  House-of-the-Eight- 
Half-brothers?"  asked  the  general  sud- 
denly. 
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''Am  I  a  sweeper?"  she  retorted. 

Did  you  order  it  done?" 
''Did  Junma  rise  when  the  rain  came? 
There  were  six  good  cobras  of  mine  burned 
ahve  to  say  nothing  of  the  bones  of  a  dead 
J^Jndaf   Nay,  sahib,  I  ordered  a  clear  trail 
eft  from  there  to  here,  comiecting  me  and 
thee  and  Ranjoor  Singh  to  the  Germans  and 
a  dog  of  an  Afridi  murderer.    I  left  a  trail 
tnat  even  the  police  could  follow  I" 
"Whose  property  is  that  house?" 
"Whose?   Ask  the  lawyers!    They  have 
fought  about  it  in  the  courts  until  lawyers 
own  eveiy  stick  and  stone  of  it,  and  now  the 
lawyers  fight  one  another  I   The  government 
will  spend  a  year  now,"  she  laughed,  "seek- 
ing whom  to  fine  for  the  fire.   It  wm  be  good 
to  see  the  lawyers  run  to  cover  I" 

"This  is  a  bad  business!"  said  the  gen- 
eral sternly;  and  he  used  two  words  in  the 
native  tongue  that  are  thirty  times  more 
expressive  of  badness  as  applied  to  machi- 
nations than  are  the  English  for  them.  "The 
plan  was  to  kidnap  a  trooper,  or  two  troop- 
ers-to  tempt  him,  or  them-and,  should 
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they  prove  incorruptible,  to  give  them  cer- 
tain work  to  do.   And  what  have  you  done  ? ' ' 

Yasmini  laughed  at  him— merry,  mock- 
ing laughter  that  stung  him  because  it  was 
so  surely  genuine.  She  did  not  need  to  tell 
him  in  words  that  she  was  not  afraid  of  him  ; 
she  could  laugh  in  his  face  and  make  the 
truth  sink  deeper. 

"And  now  what  will  the  hurra  sahib  do  ?" 
she  mocked.  "There  is  war— a  great  war— 
a  war  of  all  the  world— but  Yasmini  fired 
a  rat-run  and  avenged  a  murdered  Sikh. 
First  let  us  pimish  Yasmini  I  Shall  I  send 
for  police  to  arrest  me,  burra  sahib?  Or 
shall  I  send  a  maid  in  search  of  babu  Sita 
Ram  that  the  game  may  continue?" 

"What  do  you  want  Sita  Ram  for?" 

"Sita  Ram  is  nearly  always  useful,  sahib. 
He  is  on  a  message  now.  He  is  a  fool  who 
likes  to  meddle  where  he  thinks  none  notice 
him.  Such  are  the  sort  who  cost  least  and 
work  the  longest  hours.  Who,  for  instance, 
sahib,  is  to  balk  Kirby  sahib  when  L>  grows 
suspicious  and  begins  to  search  in  earnest  for 
his  Ranjoor  Singh  ?  He  knew  that  Ranjoor 
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has  been  reported  t„  v  ^''•'°'''"  ^^"^^ 
wifJ,  On  "^^Po^d  to  him  as  jjavw  talked 
with  Germans  in  my  honse."  ^        ^ 

Reported  by  whom?" 

;;^theAfridiwhoisnowdead.» 
Who  killed  the  Afridi?" 
^.^  Does  the  Urra  ^hib  think  I  killed 

general."'''''^   '   ^"^««°°'"    -apped   the 
.-other  rc^L^tt'^^?"  "'"  """=  " 

-per  wJL'tr  r%rr 
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trooper  followed  him  into  the  House-of-the- 
Eig!it-Half-brothers,  where  he  soon  had 
opportunity  for  vengeance.  Now  the  btirra 
sahib  knows  all.  Is  it  not  a  sweet  love-story ! 
Now  the  hurra  stihib  may  arrest  everybody, 
and  nil  will  be  well!" 

"Where  did  Banjoor  Singh  kick  the 
Afridif" 

"Here-^in  my  house  I" 

"Then  he  was  here f" 

"How  else  would  he  kick  the  man  here! 
Could  he  send  his  foot  by  messenger  f" 

"Was  the  German  heref  Did  he  have 
word  with  the  German  t" 

"Surely.  He  spoke  with  him  alone.  So 
the  Afridi  reported  him  to  the  'Rat  sahib.'  " 

The  general  frowned.  However  deeply 
the  military  may  intrigue,  they  neither  like 
nor  profess  to  like  civilians  who  play  the 
same  game. 

"If  Ranjoor  Singh  is  under  suspicion, 
what  is  the  use  of " 

"Oh,  all  men  are  alike  I"  jeered  Yasmini, 
holding  up  the  light  and  looking  more  impu- 
dent than  the  general  had  ever  seen  her — 
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and  he  had  seen  her  often,  for  most  of  his 
pnvate  information  about  the  regions  north 
of  the  Himalayas  had  come  through  her  in 
one  way  or  another,  and  often  enough  from 
her  lips  direct.    "I  have  said  that  Ranjoor 
Smgh  is  a  buffalo  1   He  was  bom  a  buffalo- 
he  has  been  trained  to  be  one  by  the  British 
—he  likes  to  be  on&-and  he  will  die  one, 
with  a  German  bullet  in  his  belly,  unless  this 
business  prove  too  much  for  him  and  he 
dies  of  fretting  before  he  can  get  away  to 
fight  I 

"I— look  at  me,  sahib  I  I  have  tempted 
Ranjoor  Smgh,  and  he  did  not  yield  a  hair  I 
I  stood  closer  to  him  than  I  am  to  you,  and 
his  pulse  beat  no  faster  I  All  he  thought  of 
was  whether  he  could  crush  me  and  make 
me  give  up  my  prisoner. 

"Ranjoor  Singh  is  a  buffalo  of  buffaloes 
a  Jat  buffalo  of  no  imagination  and  no 
sense.  He  is  buffalo  enough  to  love  the 
British  Raj  and  his  squadron  of  Jat  farmers 
with  all  his  stupid  Sikh  heart  I  There  could 
not  be  a  better  for  the  purpose  than  this 
Ranjoor  Singh!  He  is  stupid  enough,  and 
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nearly  blunt  enough,  to  be  an  Englishman. 
He  is  just  of  the  very  caliber  to  fool  a  Ger- 
man! Trust  me,  sahib-I,  who  picked  the 
man  who " 

"ThatTl  do!"  said  the  general;  and 
Tasmini  laughed  again  like  the  tinkling  of  a 
silver  bell. 

There  came  then  a  soft  rap  on  the  door. 
It  opened  about  six  inches,  and  a  maid 
whispered. 

"Wait!"  ordered  Yasmini.  "Come 
through!  Wait  here!"  She  pulled  the  maid 
through  the  door  to  the  little  back  stair-head 
landing.  "Did  you  hear?"  she  hissed  ex- 
citedly. "She  says  Kirby  sahib  has  come, 
and  another  with  him!" 

She  was  twitching  with  excitement.  Her 
fingers  clutched  the  general's  sleeve,  and  he 
found  himself  thinking  of  his  youth.  He 
released  her  fingers  gently  and  she  spared  a 
giggle  for  him. 

,J.'^^^  business!"  said  the  general  again. 

Kirby  will  ask  questions  and  go  away;  but 

the  troopers  of  Ranjoor  Singh's  squadron 

will  come  later,  and  they  wiU  not  go  away 

242 


THE  WINDS  OP  THE  WORLD 


1  Kirby 
I  troop- 


in  such  a  hurry.  You  can  fool  Colonel " 
sahib,  but  you  can  not  fool  a  hundred  i 
ers!" 

"Not"  she  purred.   She  had  done  think- 
ing and  was  herself  again,  impudent  and 
aitful.    "I  can  fool  tniybody,  and  any  thou- 
sand men!    I  have  sent  Sita  Ram  already 
with  a  message  to  the  troopers  of  Ranjoor 
Singh  8  squadron.     The  message  was  sup- 
posed  to  be  from  him,  and  it  was  worded  just 
M  he  would  have  worded  it.   Presently  Sita 
Ram  wiU  come  back,  when  he  has  helped 
himself  to  payment.    Then  I  can  send  him 
with  yet  another  message. 

"Go  and  put  thoughts  into  the  buffalo's 
head,  General  sahib,  and  be  quick  1  There 
must  be  a  message-a  written  message  from 
Ranjoor  Singh  to  Kirby  sahib-and  a  token 
-forget  not  the  token,  in  proof  that  the 
writing  is  not  forgedl  Forget  not  the  token. 
There  must  surely  be  a  token!" 

She  pushed  the  general  forward  down  a 

passage,  through  a  series  of  doors,  and  down 

another  passage-halted  him  while  she  fitted 

a  strange  native  key  into  a  lock-opened 
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another  door,  and  pushed  him  through. 
Then  she  ran  back  to  her  maid. 

"Send  somebody  to  find  Sita  Rami   Bid 
him  hurry  I   When  he  comes,  put  him  in  the 
miall  room  next  the  cobras,  and  let  him  be 
shown  the  cobras  until  fear  of  too  much  talk- 
ing  has  grown  greater  in  him  than  the  love 
of  being  heard!    Then  let  me  see  him  in  a 
mirror,  so  that  I  may  know  when  it  is  time. 
Have  cobras  in  a  hair-noose  ready,  close 
behind  where  the  sahibs  sit,  and  watch 
through  the  hangings  for  my  signal  1   Both 
sahibs  wUl  kneel  to  me.    Then  watch  for 
another  signal,  and  let  all  lights  be  blown 
out  instantly!   Or,  if  the  sahibs  do  not  kneel 
(though  they  ahaU!),  then  watch  yet  more 
closely  for  a  signal  which  I  will  give  to  ex- 
tinguish lights. 

"So— now,  go!  Am  I  beautiful!  Are 
my  eyes  bright?  Twist  me  that  jasmine  in 
my  hair-so.  Now  run— I  wiU  surprise 
them  through  the  hangings  I" 

So  Yasmini  surprised  Kirby  and  his 
adjutant,  as  has  been  told,  and  it  need  not 
be  repeated  how  she  humbled  the  pride  of 
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India's  amy  on  thefr  knees.  She  would 
have  to  forego  the  delight  of  bein^  Yamdni 
before  she  could  handle  any  ,  ..lUon  or 
plan  any  coup  along  ordinar.-  ,ue«,  ai)-^ 
Kirby  and  his  adjutant  wp.     i^t  tl..  arsfc 

Engli8hmen,norlikelytobet.,  la.r,  to  f.,"*] 
her  merriment. 

The  general,  for  his  part,  hun    .vea 
although  pushed  without  ceremonv   hro    -h 
a  dooiv-behaved  with  perfect  conli.c.xcc,  for 
he  knew  that,  whatever  her  whim  or  her 
sense  of  humor,  or  her  impudence,  Yasmini 
would  not  fail  him  in  the  pinch.    Even  she 
whose  jest  it  is  to  see  men  writhe  under 
her  hand,  has  to  own  somebody  her  master, 
and  though  she  would  giggle  at  the  notion 
of  fearmg  any  one  man,  or  any  dozen,  she 
does  fear  the  representative  of  what  she 
and  perhaps  a  hundred  others  call  "The 
Game."    For  the  night,  and  for  the  place, 
the  general  was  that  representative,  and 
however  much  he  might  disapprove,  he  had 
no  doubt  of  her. 



Ranjoor  Singh  stood  aghast  at  sight  of 
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him,  and  the  trooper  saluted  like  an  automa- 
ton, taice  nothing  save  obedience  was  any 
affair  of  his. 

"Evening,  Risaldar-Major!"  smiled  the 
general. 

"Salaam,  General  sahib  1" 

"To  save  time,  I  wiU  tell  you  that  I  know 
stage  by  stage  how  you  got  here. " 

Ranjoor  Singh  looked  suspicious.  Tor 
five-and-twenty  years  he  had  watched  Brit- 
ish justice  work,  and  British  justice  gives 
both  sides  a  hearing;  he  had  not  told  his  own 
version  yet. 

"I  know  that  you  have  had  word  in 
another  part  of  this  house  with  a  German 
who  pretends  to  be  a  merchant  but  who  is 
really  a  spy." 

Ranjoor  Singh  looked  even  more  sus- 
picious. The  charge  was  true,  though,  so  he 
did  not  answer. 

"Your  being  brought  to  this  house  was 
part  of  a  plan-part  of  the  same  plan  that 
leaves  the  German  still  at  liberty.    You  are 
wanted  to  take  further  part  in  it." 
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"General  gahib,  am  I  an  officer  of  the  Kaj 
or  am  I  dreaming ?" 

Banjor  Singh  had  found  his  tongue  at 
last,  and  the  general  noted  with  keen  pleas- 
ure that  eye,  voice  and  manner  were  angry 
and  unafraid.  ^^ 

"I  command  a  squadron,  sahib,  unless  I 
hare  been  stricken  madl  Since  when  is  a 
squadron  commander  brought  face-down- 
ward m  a  carriage  out  of  rat-traps  by  a 
woman  to  do  a  general's  bidding?  That 
has  been  my  fate  to-night.  Now  I  am 
wanted  to  take  further  parti  Is  my  honor 
not  yet  dirtied  enough,  General  sahib?  I 
will  take  no  further  part.    I  refuse  to  obey! 

I  order  this  trooper  not  to  obey.    I  demand 
court  martial  I" 

"I  see  I'd  better  begin  with  an  apology  " 
smiled  the  generall  He  was  not  tiying  to 
pretend  he  felt  comfortable. 

"Nay  sahibi  I  would  accept  no  apology. 

It  must  first  be  proved  to  me  that  he,  who 

teUs  me  I  am  wanted  to  take  further  part 

m  tins  rat-hole  treachery,  is  not  a  traitor  to 
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the  Baj  I  I  have  read  of  generals  tamipg 
traitors  I  I  have  rend  about  Napoleon;  I 
know  how  his  generals  behaved  when  the 
sand  in  his  glass  seemed  nm.  I  am  for  the 
Raj  in  this  and  in  any  other  hoar  I  I  refuse 
to  obey  or  to  accept  apology  I  Let  the  expla- 
nation be  made  me  at  court  martial,  with 
Colonel  Kirby  sahib  prewnt  to  bear  witness 
to  my  AaraeterT' 
"As  you  werel" 

The  general's  eyes  met  those  of  the  Sikh 
officer,  and  neither  could  have  told  then,  or 
at  any  other  time,  what  exactly  it  was  that 
each  mam  recognized. 

"Ranjoor  Singh,  when  I  catered  this 
honm  ten  minutes  ago  I  had  no  notion  I 
AouW  find  you  here.  I  have  served  the  same 
'Salt'  with  you,  on  the  same  campaigns.  I 
even  wear  the  snme  medals.  In  the  same 
house  I  am  entitled  to  the  same  credit. 

"I  am  here  on  urgent  business  for  the 
Raj,  and  you  are  here  owing  to  a  gruve  mis- 
take, which  I  admit  and  for  which  I  tender 
you  the  most  sincere  apology  on  behalf  of 
the  government,  but  which  I  can  not  alter. 
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I  ejected  to  find  a  trooper  here,  not  x.ece«. 

^J/T  "*^°*'  ''^^  «1»«"W  have 
been  ^yhud  «Ki  tem^  beyond  any  do^w 
M  to  hw  trustworthineas. 

ask  v™  V  T^  ■"*^'''  »«t™ctions.    I 

of  us  ™   r  ''''^**  ^*^'-  P"^'  -«  we  all 
of  us  must  on  occasion,  and  yo»r  rights  as 

through  to  a  finish.    It  is  too  late  to  make 
otheran-angements,Ranjoor8iBgh." 

Sahib,  squadron-leading  is  my  trade  I  I 
am  not  cut  out  for  rat-run  soldier^g,  j 'J 
wiling  to  leave  this  house  and  hold^ 

see  that  he  holds  his  tongue.    By  nine  to- 
morrow morning  I  will  have  satisfied  ^s^^ 

^t  you  are  for  and  not  against  the  S^ 
And  having  satisfied  myself,  I  and  this 

^^r  here  wm  hold  our  tongues  for  ever! 

foot  of  floor  as  did  Ranjoor  Singh  on  his 

It  was  the  fact  that  he  did  not  flinch  and  did 
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not  strut  about,  but  stood  in  one  spot  with 
his  arms  behind  him  that  confirmed  Ranjoor 
Singh  in  his  reading  of  the  general's  eye. 

"You  may  lea^s  the  house,  then,  and 
take  your  trooper.  I  accept  your  promise. 
Before  you  go,  though,  I'll  tell  you  some- 
thing. The  ordering  of  troops  for  the  front 
—for  Prance— is  in  my  hands.  Your  regi- 
ment is  slated  for  to-morrow.  But  it  can't 
go  unless  you  'U  see  this  through.  The  whole 
regiment  will  be  needed,  instead,  to  mount 
guard  over  Delhi." 

"The  regiment  is  to  go,  sahib,  and  my 
squadron,  and— and  I  not?  I  am  not 
to  go?" 

"That  is  the  sacrifice  you  are  asked  to 
make  I" 

"Have  I  made  no  sacrifices  for  the  Baj  ? 
How  has  my  life  been  spent  ?   Sahib " 

The  Sikh's  voice  broke  and  he  ceased 
speaking,  but  the  general,  too,  seemed  at  a 
loss  for  words. 

"Sahib— doIunderFf'.,nd?   If  I  do  this 
—this  rat-business,  whatev  r  it  is— Colonel 
Kirby  and  the  regiment  go,  and  another 
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leads  my  Hquadronf  And  unless  I  do  this, 
whatever  it  is,  the  regiment  will  not  go  r^ 
^jneral  nodded.  He  f elt  and  iLked 

''Has  war  been  declared,  sahib?" 
Yes.    Germany  has  invaded  Belgium." 

tJ,.  fi     ^''T^  ^^  ®^'«  «y««  blazed,  but 
the  fire  daed  down  again.    He  cksped  his 

'^wi'd  T  1"^  "^^  ""^  ^^^^ 
do  '^h      ^    u  ^^"^  *^**  I  am  asked  to 

audible.    His  trooper  came  a  step  closer  to 
be^nearer  to  him  in  his  minute'of  Zi^ 

^Thou and  I,  Jagut  Singh!  Weboth stay 

listZ' V  ^^^^^-^J°^'  I  want  you  to 
IwtenI  TouVe  promised  like  a  man,"  said 
the  general,  "m  ^^e  you  the  ^ 
promu^Icaninr^tum.   Mine's  conditional, 

you  shaU  catch  your  regiment  before  it  puts 
to^a.  If  that's  impossible,  you  shall  Le 
passage  on  another  ship  and  try  to  overtake 

«.   -If  that  again  is  impossible,  you  shall  fol- 
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low  your  regiment  and  be  in  France  in  time 
to  lead  your  squadron.  I  think  I  may  say 
you  are  sure  to  be  there  before  the  reghnent 

'u,:^^?:^-  ^^''^'-^^-'-^-^^ 

-a^t;?X^«- ^-^--  -  ^« 

"This  trooper,  sahib " 

"My  promise  is  for  him  as  well  " 

;'We  accept,  sahibi   What  is  the  duty?" 

First,  write  a  note  to  Colonel  ^rby- 

II   see  that  it's  delivered-asking  him  to 

put  your  name  in  Orders  as  asl^e"  to 

special  duty.    Here's  paper  and  a  f^tain 

"Why  should  all  this  be  secret  from 
Colonel  Kirbyr'  asked  Ranjoor  Sing" 
^^TWe  IS  no  wiser  and  no  more   loyal 

.-.,  J-'^T  *°^  '*®*'^''  '""^^  pugnacious  on  his 
^moi.  account.  I  assure  youl  I  can't 
miagme  his  agreeing  to  the  use  I'm  making 

of  you.  I've  no  time  to  listen  to  his  protetf 
Vvrite,  man,  writel" 

"Give  me  the  paper  and  the  pen,  sahib  f" 


im^' 


THE  WINDS  OF  THE  WOBLD 

note  back  to  the  general. 

Jttajor  that  Colonel  Kirby  wiU  be  sure  to 

^oTi^^r^^^^^^-^tthe^o:: 

saic;'stp"!^'''^"^''^--thi,"he 

"Thanks.    Shake  hands,  will  you?   IVe 

-If  I  ever  did  in  my  life!    I  shall  go  now 

to  Colonel  Kirby,  and  I  shall  not  see  you 
again  probably  until  all  this  is  over.  Please 
do  what  Yasmini  directs  until  you  hear  from 

p?oLtr'^'"'°""^*"^--b--y 

.u^^^'lT   ^'""^^   ^^"t«<i'   military-wise 

although  he  wa«  not  in  uniform.    The  11 

eral  answered  his  salute  and  left  the  room  to 
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be  met  by  a  maid,  who  took  the  note  and  the 
ring  from  him.  Five  minutes  later,  with  his 
rough  disguise  resumed,  the  general  hunted 
about  among  iue  shadows  of  the  neighbor- 
ing streets  until  .?  had  found  his  carriage. 
He  recognized,  :  at  was  not  recognized  by, 
the  risaldar  on  the  bonaeat  of  Colonel 
Kirby's  shay. 


the 
his 
ted 
or- 
ge. 
by, 
nel 


Teeth  of  a  wolf  on  a  whitened  bone. 

What  do  the  eplintera  aayt 
Scent  of  a  aambur,  up  and  gone. 

Where  will  he  stand  at  bayf 
Sparks  in  the  whirl  of  a  hurrying  wind, 

Who  was  it  laid  the  light? 
Mischief,  back  of  a  woman's  mind. 

Why  do  the  thoughtless  fight  t 


CHAPTER  XII 

DLACK  smoke  still  billowed  upward  from 
•■J  the    gutted    House-of-the-Eight-Half- 
brothers,  and  although  there  were  few  stars 
vwible,  a  watery  moon  looked  out  from  be- 
tween dark  cloudracks  and  showed  up  the 
smoke  above  the  Delhi  roofs.     Yasmini 
picked  the  right  simile  as  usual.    It  looked 
as  if  the  biggest  genie  ever  dreamed  of 
must  be  hurrying  out  of  a  fisherman's  vase. 
"And    who    is    the    fisherman!"    she 
laughed,  for  she  is  fond  of  that  sort  of 
question  that  sets  those  near  her  thinking 
and  disguises  the  trend  of  her  own  thoughts 
as  utterly  as  if  she  had  not  any. 

"The  genie  might  be  the  spirit  of  war!" 
ventured  a  Baluchi,  forgetting  the  one  God 
of  his  Koran  in  a  sententious  effort  to  please 
Yasmini. 

She  flashed  a  glance  at  him. 
"Or  it  might  be  the  god  of  the  Rekis," 
she   suggested;    and   everybody   chuckled 
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because  Baluchis  do  not  relish  reference  to 
their  lax  religious  practise  any  more  than 
they  like  to  be  called  "desert  people."  This 
man  was  a  Bind  Baluch  of  the  Marri  Hills 
and  proud  of  it;  but  pride  is  not  always  an 
asset  at  Yasmini's. 

They— and  the  police  would  have  dearly 
loved  to  know  exactly  who  "they"  were— 
stood  clustered  in  Yasmini's  great,  deep 
-window  that  overlooks  her  garden— the  gar- 
den that  can  not  be  guessed  at  from  the 
street.   There  was  not  one  of  them  who  could 
have  explained  how  they  came  to  assemble 
all  on  that  side  of  the  room;  the  movement 
had  seemed  to  evolve  out  of  the  infinite  cal- 
culation that  everybody  takes  for  granted, 
and  Moslems  particularly,  since  there  seems 
nothing  else  to  do  about  it 

It  did  not  occur  to  anybody  to  credit  Yas- 
mini  with  the  arrangement,  or  with  the  sud- 
denly aroused  interest  in  smoke  against  the 
after-midnight  sky.  Yet,  when  another 
man  entered  whose  disguise  was  a  joke  to 
any  practised  eye— and  all  in  the  room  were 
practised— it  looked  to  the  newcomer  al- 
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most  as  if  his  reception  had  been  ready 
staged. 

He  was  dressed  as  a  Mohanunedan  gen- 
tleman. But  his  feet,  when  he  stood  still, 
made  nearly  a  right  angle  to  each  other,  and 
his  shoulders  had  none  of  the  grace  that  goes 
with  good  native  breeding;  they  were 
proud  enough,  but  the  pride  had  been 
drilled  in  and  cultivated.  It  sat  square.  And 
if  a  native  gentleman  had  walked  through 
the  streets  as  this  man  walked,  all  the  small 
boys  of  the  bazaars  would  have  followed  him 
to  learn  what  nation  his  might  be. 

Yasmini  seemed  delighted  with  him.  She 
ran  toward  him,  curtsied  to  him,  and  called 
him  bahadur.  She  made  two  maids  bring  a 
chair  for  him,  and  made  them  set  it  near 
the  middle  of  the  window  whence  he  could 
see  the  smoke,  pushing  the  men  aWay  on 
either  side  until  he  had  a  clear  view. 

But  he  knew  enough  of  the  native  mind, 
at  all  events,  to  look  at  the  smoke  and  not 
remark  on  it.  It  was  so  obvious  that  he  was 
meant  to  talk  about  the  smoke,  or  to  ask 
about  it,  that  even  a  German  Orientalist 
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understanding  the  East  through  German 
eyes  had  tact  enough  to  look  in  silence,  and, 
so  to  speak,  "force  trumps." 

And  that  again,  of  course,  was  exactly 
what  Yasmini  wanted.  Moreover,  she  sur- 
prised him  by  not  leading  trumps. 

"They  are  here,"  she  said,  with  a  side- 
wise  glance  at  the  more  than  thirty  men 
who  crowded  near  the  window. 

The  German— and  he  made  no  pretense 
any  longer  of  being  anything  but  German 
—sat  sidewise  with  both  hands  on  his  knees 
to  get  a  better  view  of  them.  He  scanned 
each  face  carefully,  and  each  man  enter- 
tained a  feeling  that  he  had  been  analyzed 
and  ticketed  and  stood  aside. 

"I  have  seen  all  these  before,"  he  said. 
"They  are  men  of  the  North,  and  good 
enough  fighters,  I  have  no  doubt.  But  they 
are  not  what  I  asked  for.  How  many  of 
these  are  trained  soldiers?  Which  of  these 
could  swiag  the  allegiance  of  a  single  native 
regiment.  It  is  time  now  for  proofs  and 
deeds.  The  hour  of  talk  is  gone.  Bring  me 
:;  soldier  1" 
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"Tjese  also  say  it  is  all  talk,  sahib- 
words,  words,  words!  They  say  they  will 
wait  until  the  fleet  that  has  been  spoken  of 
comes  to  bombard  the  coast.  For  the  present 
there  are  none  to  rally  round." 

"Yet  you  hinted  at  soldiers!"  said  the 
German.  "You  hinted  at  a  regiment  ready 
to  revolt!" 

Aye,  sahib  I  I  have  repeated  what  these 
say.  When  the  soldier  comes  there  shall  be 
other  talk!    See  yonder  smoke,  hahadurf" 

Now,  then,  it  was  time  to  notice  things, 
and  the  German  gazed  over  the  garden  and 
Delhi  walls  and  roofs  at  what  looked  very 
much  more  important  than  it  really  was.  It 
looked  as  if  at  least  a  street  must  be  on  fire. 

"He  made  that  holocaust,  did  the 
soldier!" 

Yasmini's  manner  was  of  blended  awe 
and  admiration. 

"He  was  suspected  of  disloyalty.  He 
entered  that  house  to  make  arrangements 
for  the  mutiny  of  a  whole  regiment  of  Sikhs, 
who  are  not  willing  to  be  sent  to  fight  across 
the  sea.  He  was  followed  to  the  house,  and 
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so,  since  he  would  not  be  taken,  he  burned 
all  the  houses.  Such  a  man  is  he  who  comes 
presently.  Did  the  sahib  hear  the  mob  roar 
when  the  flames  burst  out  at  evening?  No? 
A  pityl  There  were  many  soldiers  in  the 
mob,  and  many  thousand  discontented 
people!" 

She  went  close  to  the  window,  to  be  be- 
tween the  German  and  the  light,  and  let  him 
see  her  silhouetted  in  an  attitude  of  hope 
awakening.  She  gazed  at  the  billowing 
smoke  as  if  the  hope  of  India  were  embodied 
in  it. 

"It  was  thus  in  'fifty-sever,"  she  said 
darkly.   ' '  Men  began  with  burnings  1 ' ' 

Brown  eyes,  behind  the  German,  ex- 
changed glances,  for  the  East  is  chary  of 
words  when  it  does  not  understand.  The 
German  nodded,  for  he  had  studied  history 
and  was  sure  he  understood. 

"Sahib  hai!"  said  a  sudden  woman's 
voice,  and  Yasmini  started  as  if  taken  by 
surprise.  There  were  those  in  the  room  who 
knew  that  when  taken  by  surprise  she  never 
started;  but  they  were  not  German. 
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"He  is  here  I"  she  whispered;  and  the 
German  showed  that  he  felt  a  crisis  had 
amved.  He  settled  down  to  meet  it  like  a 
soldier  and  a  man. 

"SalaamI"  purred  Tasmini  in  her 
silvenest  voice,  as  Ranjoor  Singh  strode 
down  the  middle  of  the  room  with  the 
dignity  the  West  may  some  day  learn. 

Seel"  whispered  Yasmini.    "He  trusts 
^ody.    He  brings  his  own  guard  with 

By  the  door  at  which  he  had  entered 
stood  a  trooper  of  D  Squadron,  Outram's 
Own,  no  longer  in  uniform,  but  dressed  as 
a  Sikh  servant.  The  man's  arms  were  folded 
on  his  breast.   The  rigidity,  straight  stature, 
and  attitude  appealed  to  the  German  as  the 
sight  of  sea  did  to  the  ancient  Greeks. 
"Salaam I"  said  Ranjoor  Singh 
The  German  noticed  that  his  eyes  glowed, 
but  the  rest  of  him  was  all  calm  dignity 

We  have  met  before,"  said  the  Ger- 
man, rising.   "You  are  the  Sikh  with  whom 
I  spoke  the  other  night-the  Sikh  officer- 
tne  squadron  leader  I" 
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"Ja!"  said  Ranjoor  Singh;  and  the  one 
word  startled  the  German  so  that  he  caught 
his  breath. 

"  Sie  sprechen  Deutschf" 
"Ja  wohl!" 

The  German  muttered  something  half 
under  his  breath  that  may  have  been  meant 
for  a  compliment  to  Ranjoor  Singh,  but  the 
risaldar-^najor    missed    it,    for    he    had 
stepped  up  to  the  nearest  of  the  Northern 
gentlemen  and  confronted  him.    There  was 
a  great  show  of  looking  in  each  other's 
eyes  and  muttering  under  the  breath  some 
word  and  counter-word.    Each  made  a  sign 
with  his  right  hand,  then  with  his  left, 
that  the  German  could  not  see,  and  then 
Ranjoor  Singh  stepped  sidewise  to  the  next 
man. 

Man  by  man,  slowly  and  with  care,  he 
looked  each  man  present  in  the  eyes  and 
tested  him  for  the  password,  while  Yasmini 
watched  admiringly. 

"Any  who  do  not  know  the  word  will 
die  to-night  I"  she  whispered;  and  the  Ger- 
man nodded,  because  it  was  evident  that  the 
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Northerners  were  quite  afraid.     He  ap- 
proved  of  that  kind  of  discipline. 

"These  are  aU  true  men— patriots,"  said 
Ranjoor  Singh,  walking  back  to  him.  "Now 
say  what  you  have  to  say." 

"Jetet "  began  the  German. 

"Speak  Hindustani  that  they  all  may 
understand,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh;  and  the 
others  gathered  closer. 

"My  friend,  I  am  told " 

But  Yasmini  broke  in,  bursting  between 
Ranjoor  Singh  and  the  German. 

"Nay,  let  the  sahibs  go  alone  into  the 
other  room.  Neither  will  speak  his  mind 
freely  before  company— is  it  not  sol  Into 
the  other  room,  sahibs,  while  we  wait 
here I" 

Ranjoor  Singh  bowed,  and  the  German 
choked  his  heels  together.  Ranjoor  Singh 
made  a  sign,  but  the  German  jielded  prece- 
dence; so  Ranjoor  Singh  strode  ahead,  and 
the  German  followed  him,  wishing  to  high 
Heaven  he  could  learn  to  walk  with  such 
consummate  grace.  As  they  disappeared 
through  the  jingling  bead-curtain,  the  Sikh 
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trooper  followed  them,  and  took  his  stand 

again  with  folded  ams  by  the  door-post. 

liie   German   saw  him,   and   smiled:   he 

approved  of  that. 

Then    Yasmini    gathered    her    thirty 

curious  Northerners  together  around  her 
and  proceeded  to  entertain  them  while  the 
plot  grew  nearer  to  its  climax  in  another 
room.    She  led  them  back  to  the  divans  by 
the  inner  wall.    She  set  them  to  smoking 
while  she  sang  a  song  to  them.    She  parried 
their  questions  with  dark  hints  and  in- 
nuendoes that  left  them  more  mystiiied  than 
ever;  yet  no  man  would  admit  he  could  not 
understand. 

And  then  she  danced  to  them.  She 
danced  for  an  hour,  to  the  wild  mino  music 
that  her  women  made,  and  she  seemed  to 
gather  strength  and  lightness  as  the  night 
wore  on.  Near  dawn  the  German  and  Ran- 
joor  Smgh  came  out  together,  to  find  her 
yet  dancing,  and  she  ceased  only  to  pull  the 
Oerman  aside  and  speak  to  him. 

"Does  he  really  speak  German?"  she 
whispered. 


THE  WINDS  OP  THE  WORLD 

"He?    He  has  1  ad  Nietzsche  and  von 
Bernhardi  in  the  Gennan!" 
"Who  are  they?" 

"They   are   difficult   to   read-philoso- 
phers." 

"Has  ho  satisfied  you?" 
"lie  has  promised  that  he  will." 
"Then  go  before  I  send  the  rest  away!" 
So  the  German  tried  to  look  like  a  Mo- 
hammedan again,  and  went  below  to  a  wait- 
ing landau.    Before  he  was  half-way  down 
ttie  stairs  Yasmini's  hands  gripped  tight  oa 
Ranjoor  Singh's  forearms  and  she  had  him 
backed  into  a  comer. 

"Ranjoor  Singh,  thou  art  no  buffalo!  I 
was  wrong !  Thou  are  a  gi-eat  man,  Eanjoor 
Singh!" 

She  received  no  answer. 

Wliat  hast  thou  promised  him  ? " 
"To  show  him  a  mutinous  regiment  of 
Sikhs." 

"And  what  has  he  promised?" 
"To  show  me  what  we  seek." 
She  nodded. 
"Good!"  she  said. 
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"So  now  I  promise  thee  somethinir," 
Baid  Banjoor  Singh  sternly.  "To-morrow 
-to-day-I  shall  eat  black  shame  on  thy 
account,  for  this  is  thy  doing.   Later  I  will 

go  to  France.  Later  again,  I  will  come  back 
and " 

"And  love  me  as  they  all  do!"  laughed 
rasmim,  pushing  him  away. 


//  /  must  lie,  who  love  the  truth, 

(And  honour  bids  ma  He), 
ra  teU  a  lordly  lie  forsooth 

To  be  remembered  by. 
If  I  must  cheat,  whose  fame  ^  fair, 

And  fret  my  fame  away, 
PU  do  worse  than  the  devil  dare 

That  men  may  rue  the  day! 


CHAPTER  Xia 


B 1°^  ''"'^•'^  ^''»°>"" '» « ■^t». 

IS  wh,h  until  she  solves  the  problem  to  tte 
enemy's  confusion.  «"»«)  tne 

o.I^  ^T'°'  '^"'^  ''^^^  fai'ed  in  this 
ease  through  overmuch  finesse.    Shewasn^t 

too  late  that  her  compliance  with  this  man's 
-very  demand  only  served  to  make  him^re 
peremptory  aud  more  one-sided  in  hiTS 
of^ew.  Prom  a  mere  agent,  offeringle 
almost  umma,irfnable  in  return  for  mere 
promises,  he  had  grown  already  into  I  ^Z 
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yasnum  to  be  reported  to  the  police  unless 
she  served  his  purpose  better  I 

Picked^'.  ^'^  °^^''^  *^^  ^«°«^^  and  had 
"iiiJeiy  that  Yasmini  would  have  had  to 
wnte  a  failure  to  her  account.  She  Jd 
con.e  perilously  near  to  obedience  on  this 

u2  h^ri  T"  ^'°^^  '"**'  ^^^  '^^°'^«' 

god     Banjoor  Singh  was  needed  in  the  in 

teroczty.   his   manners   became   so   brusk 
h"ve"b^rp"^°^^*^^«**^^^-i^htaW 

reflecti  n  tfr??  f ''  "'^^  ^*^  ''^  «-° 
reflection,  that  kind  of  insolence  grows  luno 

Having  agreed  to  lie,  Ranjoor  SinjS 
with  such  audacity  and  so  much  skilTthaJ 
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oHer,  liar,  L^u  T    «*  »»«  »'to  an- 

aw.yto«rfety.   Af«r 0,n^,?^\'"-» 

"as  to  do  what  m.vw  i     '^        '™'r>"' 
securing    tto    rLS*'   '*  ''<"■<'  *°w.rd 

"'"^'"™«-'«rdo'5:??r.::;- 
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through  the  trooper's  head  and  overcame 
astonishment  in  the  hurry  to  obey. 

Now  it  was  the  German's  turn  to  be 
astonished.  Eanjoor  Singh  strode  in,  dressed 
as  a  Sikh  farmer,  and  frowned  down  Yas- 
mini's  instant  desire  to  poke  fun  at  him.  The 
German  rose  to  salute  him,  and  the  Sikh 
acknowledged  the  salute  with  a  nod  such  as 
royalty  might  spare  for  a  menial. 

"Come!"  he  said  curtly,  and  the  Ger- 
man followed  him  out  through  the  door  to 
the  stair-head  where  so  many  mirrors  were. 
There  Ranjcor  Singh  made  quite  a  little 
play  of  making  sure  they  were  not  over- 
heard, while  the  German  studied  his  own 
Mohammedan  disguise  from  twenty  dif- 
ferent angles. 

"Too  much  finery  I"  growled  Ranjoor 
Singh.  "I  will  attend  to  that.  First,  listen! 
Other  than  your  talk,  I  have  had  no  proof 
at  all  of  you !   You  are  a  spy  1" 

«'I  am  a " 

"You  are  a  spy!    All  the  spies  I  ever 
met  were  liars  from  the  ground  up!    I  am 
a  patriot.    I  am  working  to  save  my  coun- 
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try  from  a  yoke  that  is  unbearable,  and  I 
must  deal  in  subterfuge  and  treachery  if  I 
would  win.  But  you  are  merely  one  who 
sows  trouble.  You  are  like  the  little  jackal 
—the  dirty  little  jackal— who  starts  a  fight 
between  two  tigers  so  that  he  may  fill  his 
mean  bellyl    Don't  speak— listen  1" 

The  German's  jaw  had  dropped,  but  not 
because  words  rushed  to  his  lips.  He  seemed 
at  a  loss  foi  them. 

"You  made  me  an  offer,  and  I  accepted 
It,"  continued  Ranjoor  Singh.  "I  accepted 
It  on  behalf  of  India.  I  shall  show  you  in 
about  an  hour  from  now  a  native  regiment 
—one  of  the  very  best  native  regiments,  so 
mutinous  that  its  ofBcers  must  lead  it  out  of 
Delhi  to  a  camp  where  it  will  be  less  danger- 
ous and  less  likely  to  corrupt  others." 

The  German  nodded.  He  had  asked  no 
more. 

"Then,  if  you  fail  to  fulfill  your  part," 
said  Ranjoor  Singh  grimly,  "I  shall  lock 
you  in  the  cellar  of  this  house,  where  Yas- 
mini  keeps  her  cobras  I" 

"Vortvdrts!"  laughed  the  German,  for 
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there  was  conviction  in  every  word  the  Sikh 
had  said.  "I  wiU  show  you  how  a  German 
keeps  his  bargain  I" 

"A  German?"  growled  Ranjoor  Singh. 
"A  German— Germany  is  nothing  to  me  I 
If  Germany  can  pick  the  bones  I  leave,  what 
do  I  care  ?  One  does  not  bargain  with  a  spy, 
either;  one  pays  his  price,  and  throws  him 
to  the  cobras  if  he  fail  I   Come  1" 

The  question  of  precedence  no  longer 
seemed  to  trouble  Ranjoor  Singh;  he  turned 
his  back  witnout  apology,  and  as  the  Ger- 
man followed  him  down-stairs  there  came  a 
giggle  from  behind  the  curtains. 

"Were  we  overheard?"  he  asked. 

Sut  Ranjoor  Singh  did  not  seem  to  care 
any  more,  and  did  not  trouble  to  answer 
him. 

Outside  the  door  was  a  bullock-cart,  of 
the  kind  in  which  women  make  long 
joumeys,  with  a  painted,  covered  super- 
structure. The  German  followed  Ranjoor 
Smgh  into  it,  and  without  any  need  for 
orders  the  Sikh  driver  began  to  twist  the 
bullocks'  tails  and  send  them  along  at  the 
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pace  all  India  loves.  Then  Ranjoor  Singh 
began  to  pay  attention  to  the  German^ 
dress  pulling  off  his  expensive  turbaTand 

aroLr--^^^^^^"-----" 

"Why?"  asked  the  Geiraan 
Singh.  "^^  '^'''  ^°"  ''^^"  ^^^  «^^'«°r 

of  t^T  y  "^\  ^"^*  "^'^  ^^^^t  -  «ide 
of  the  cart,  squatting  native  style. 

.  t?''  ^^^«^t  that  I  will  show  you  is 
nunc,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh.  ''I  cor^;„^d 
a  squadron  of  it-or,  rather,  did,  until  I  b^ 
came  suspected.  Every  nmn  in  the  regiment 
IS  imne  and  will  follow  me  at  a  word.  'Zel 

offirs. " '  "°^'  "^'^  ^  ^  «^-  English 

to  spit;  there  seemed  something  hi  his 
mouth  that  tasted  nasty.  S  m  bm 

GeZ^'  ""'  ^^^  -"*-^^"  ^«^ed   the 

"Ordered   to   Prance!"   said   Ranjoor 
Singh,  with  lowered  eyes. 

For  a  while  there  was  silence  as  the  cart 
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bumped  through  the  muddy  rutty  streets; 
the  only  sound  that  interfered  with  thought 
was  the  driver's  voice,  apostrophizing  the 
bullocks;  and  the  abuse  he  poured  on  them 
was  so  time-honored  as  to  be  unnoticeable, 
like  the  cawing  of  the  city  crows. 

"It  is  strange,"  said  the  German,  after 
a  while.  "For  years  I  have  tried  to  get  in 
touch  with  native  officers.  Here  and  there 
I  have  found  a  Sepoy  who  would  talk  with 
me,  but  you  are  the  first  officer."  He  was 
brown-studying,  talking  ahnost  to  himself. 
He  did  not  see  the  curse  in  the  risaldar- 
major's  eye? 

"I  have  found  plenty  of  merchants  whv< 
would  promise  to  finance  revolt,  and  plenty 
of  hillmen  who  would  promise  anything. 
But  all  said,  'We  will  do  what  the  army 
does  I'   And  I  could  not  find  in  aU  this  time, 
among  all  those  people,  anybody  to  whom  I 
dared  show  what  we— Germany— can  do  to 
help.   I  have  seen  from  the  first  it  was  only 
with  the  aid  of  the  army  that  we  could 
accomplish  anything,  yet  the  army  has  been 
unapproachable.    How  is  it  that  you  have 
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Banjoor  Singh  spat  again  through  the 
opening  with  thoroughness  and  great  de- 
iberation.   Then  he  proceeded  to  give  proof 
that,  as  Yasmini  had  caid,  he  was  really  not 
a  buffalo  at  all.    A  fool  would  have  taken 
chances  with  any  one  of  a  dozen  other  ex- 
planations.  Ranjoor  Singh,  with  an  expres- 
sion that  faintly  suggested  Colonel  Kirbv 
picked  the  right,  convincing  one. 

''The  English  are  not  bad  people,"  he 
said  simply.    "They  have  left  India  better 

,?.  '^  ^''""'^  ^*-  '^^y  ^a^«  been  un- 
selfish. They  have  treated  us  soldiers  fairly 
and  honorably.  We  would  not  have  revolted 
had  the  opportunity  not  come,  but  we  have 
long  been  waiting  for  the  opportunity. 

''We  are  not  madmen-we  are  soldiers. 
We  know  the  value  of  mere  words.  We  have 
kept  our  plans  secret  from  the  merchants 
and  the  hillmen,  knowing  weU  that  they 
would  all  follow  our  lead.  If  you  think  that 
you,  or  Germany,  have  persuaded  us,  you 
are  mistaken.  You  could  not  persuade  me, 
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or  any  other  true  soldier,  if  you  tried  for 
fifty  years  I 

"It  is  because  we  had  decided  on  revolt 
already  that  I  was  willing  to  listen  to  your 
offer  of  material  assistance.  We  understand 
that  Germany  expects  to  gain  advantage 
from  our  revolt,  but  we  can  not  help  that; 
that  is  incidental.  As  soldiers,  we  accept 
what  aid  we  can  get  from  anywhere!" 

"Sol"  said  the  German. 

"Ja!"  said  Banjoor  Singh.  "And  that 
is  why,  if  you  fail  me,  I  shall  give  you  to 
Tasmini's  cobras  1" 

"You  will  admit,"  said  the  German, 
"when  I  have  shown  you,  that  Gei-many's 
foresight  has  been  long  and  shrewd.  Your 
great  chance  of  success,  my  friend,  like  Ger- 
many's in  this  war,  depends  on  a  sudden, 
swift,  tremendous  success  at  first;  the  rest 
will  follow  as  a  logical  corollary.  It  is  the 
means  of  securing  that  first  success  that  we 
have  been  making  ready  for  you  for  two 
years  and  more." 

"You    should    have    credit    for    great 
secrecy,"  admitted  Ranjoor  Singh.    "Until 
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a  Utile  while  ago  I  had  heard  nothing  of  any 
German  plans." 

"Russia  got  the  blame  for  what  little  was 
guessed  at  I"  laughed  the  >,'erman. 
"Oh!"  said  Ranjoor  Singh. 
A  little  before  midday  they  reached  the 
Ajmere  Gate,  and  the  lumbering  cart  passed 
under  it.    At  the  farther  side  the  driver 
stopped  his  oxen  without  orders,  and  Ran- 
joor Singh  stepped  out,  looking  quickly  up 
and  down  the  road.     There  were  people 
about,  but  none  whom  he  chose  to  favor  with 
a  second  glance. 

Close  by  the  gate,  almost  under  the 
shadow  of  it,  and  so  drab  and  dirty  as  to  be 
ahnost  unnoticeable,  there  was  a  little  cot- 
ton-tented booth,  with  a  stock  of  lemonade 
and  sweetmeats,  that  did  interest  him.  He 
looked  three  times  at  it,  and  at  the  third 
look  a  Mohammedan  wriggled  out  of  it  and 
walked  away  without  a  word. 

"Come!"  commanded   Ranjoor   Singh, 
and  the  German  got  out  of  the  cart,  looking 
not  so  very  much  unlike  the  poor  Moham- 
medan who  had  gone  away. 
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toto  the  real  owner's  place.    So  far  aa^ 
pearances  went,  he  was  a  ver,  passab^ 

«n^^'  ??"*  ** '°°»  '*'''^  °»*  «f  the  gutter 
and  took  his  stand  near  by,  frowning^e 
«aw  a  carnage  he  suspected  to  be  YaLini 's 
dnve  under  the  gate  and  come  to  a  st^d  at 
theroa  side  fifty  or  s«ty  yards  aw^y** 
it  the  officers  s'lould  recognize  me  "  »,« 

Three  small  boys  came  with  a  coin  to 
^pend  but  Ranioor  Singh  drove  themTway 
w:th  hzs  long  stick ;  they  argued  shrilly  from 
a  distance,  and  one  threw  a  stone  at  hi  bu7 
finally  they  decided  he  was  some  new  sor 
o^lain-clothes   "constabe.,"   and   Tut 

One  after  another,  several  natives  came 
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to  make  small  purchases,  but.  not  being  boys 
any  longer,  a  gruff  word  was  enough  to  ^.^d 
them  rumiing.  And  then  ame  L  ela«er 
of  Wa  of  the  advance-guard,  and  Ihe  G t- 
man  looked  up  to  see  a  fire  in  Ranjoor 

rven^r"^*--^^*--"- 

thef  L!?''  ""^"^  *^'  bullock-cart  in  which 
they  had  come  remained  in  the  middle  of 
the  road,  its  driver  dozing  dreamily  on  his 
«eat  and  the  bullocks  perfectly  content  t 
chew  the  cud.    At  the  sound  of  the  hoofs 
behind  hin,,  the  driver  suddenly  awoJ ,  and 
began  to  belabor  and  kick  h^'s  animals   he 
seemed  oblivious  of  another  cart  th^  Le 
toward  him,  and  of  a  third  that  hurried 
after  him  from  underneath  the  gate. 

In  less  than  sixty  seconds  all  three  carts 
were  neatl,.  interlocked,  and  their  Tesle 
tive  dnvers  were  engaged  in  a  war  of  Zl 
that  beggared  Babel. 

The  advance-guard  halted  and  added 
words  to  the  torrent.  Colonel  Kirby  caugM 
up  the  advance-guard  and  halted,  too. 

Does  he  look  like  a  man  who  com- 
28^ 


Tf 


THE  WIKDS  OF  THE  WOBLD 

ttat  n,i„.fe  „f,  ^'X.  h?  °"'°.  "'"'  " 
tie  risaI<Ur.n.j<„  *    """S  '"'  "^  '"="<l 

the  carts  moving  ITh,  .  ^^  ^^^^°  ^"^^ 
followed  ThS?  r  T  ''°'  ^"*^  ^rby 
began  to  wonder    Tf.     '' j"""™  Gennan 

M"SmaKc  Eastern  faeea  i„  ,i         ,""  """ 

-ean  .nym.,  a.  i     hT  *w  .t^^T" 
was  almost  nn  +„ii  •  *"^*  *here  . 

D  Squadron  came  last  of  =.it 
vinced  him     rni,  ,         °*  ^"'  and  con- 
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vv  we  a  see  what  comes  of  it  I " 

again  ™^^.rt,,,.,SX':^^.'™ 
mood  for  trouble,  and  he  deddi  IT  r 

rmnbJe  by.  """"^  '^San  to 
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feZT""-  J''  "^^'^"^  *^^*  ^«"°-'J  the 
regunent  on  the  march  were  a  generous 

aUowance  for  a  regiment  going  intrclm; 

but  not  more  than  that.    The  spies  whose 

duty  It  was  to  watch  the  railway  sidings  re- 
ported to  somebody  else  and  not  to  him 

Ranjoor  Singh  beckoned  him  after  a 

stndhf*'^"""^^"*^"*"*^«-'tto 
stand  between  two  of  the  bullock-wagons 
aM  gaze  after  the  regiment.  The  shutt^d 
carnage  that  Ranjoor  Singh  had  suspec    d 

man  b  H^'  ^'''''  *^^™  '^^'^'  ^^^  ^he 
man  beside  the  driver  said  something  to 

Ranjoor  Smgh  in  an  undertone,  but  the  Ger- 
man did  not  hear  it;  he  was  watching  the 
colonel  and  another  officer  talking  together 

beside  the  road  in  the  distance.  The  but- 
tered carnage  passed  on,  but  stopped  in  the 
shadow  of  the  gate. 

tharnr"""  !^'^  *^' ^'™'^"-    "I  thought 
that  officer-the  adjutant,  isn't  he-recog- 

the  colonel!   Look!" 

Colo^nT'rf  °^''  ^'^  '''^''  ^"^  ^'  '-^-  that 
Colonel  Kirby  was  waiting  to  let  the  regi- 
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ment  go  by  He  knew  what  was  passing 
through  Kirby's  mind,  since  it  is  Jven  to 
some  men  native  and  English,  to  have  faith 
u.  each  other.  And  he  knew  that  there  was 
danger  aheaa  of  him  through  which  he 
might  not  come  with  his  life,  perhaps  even 

TiL  ;T  ^'  ^°"^^  ^^^«  ^^^^'  like 
ttn"^'  V^'  ^'"'^  P"^  ^''  ^  hand-shake 
the^  and  have  thought  the  pay  well  spent. 

Kirby  began  to  canter  back. 
GemM   ^^^    '^^"S^i^ed    you  I"    said    the 

"^d  he  is  coming  to  cut  me  down!" 
swore  Ranjoor  Singh. 

He  dragged  the  German  back  behind  the 
nearest  cart,  and  together  they  ran  for  t^e 
gloom  of  the  big  gate,  leaving  the  driver  of 
the   bullock-cart  standing  at  gaze  where 
Ranjoor  Smgh  had  stood.    The  door  of  the 
shuttered  carriage  flew  open  as  they  reached 
It,  and  Ranjoor  Singh  pushed  the  German 
m     He  stood  a  moment  longer,  with  his 
foot  on  the  carriage  step,  watching  Colonel 
Jiirby;  he  watched  him  question  the  buUock- 
cart  dnver. 
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*     •     *     « 

road?"  demanded  v/  ''^*"«  »"  the 

«»t  of  the  darttt  !or'  ""'"^  ^°"^-d 

wg  for  thee!"  sho  wV,-  '^'"^^  "oth- 

-theJasw/^ttoT,"'^^'^^**^- 
^-te?    That  wa«  Jir^,.^'!  ?  ^^""^  the 

button  it  into  his  t?nl  -ft*  *^°"  «^«  ^^^ 
That  for  th^  colleTl4'f  rr  ^^"^^^ 
^iJJ  smell  of  «.^  mu  k  ft      ^'^  ^'  ^«^d 

What-whatfoLznetatrlr'  '-^  ^«"'«' 
she  called  to  the  dri  J  .f       ^'^^^'  iaWee/'' 

*ee  „ia  ^  Mi-rt''  "  «  •i-ttered  car. 
-an.  P«««t;^^  ;•;:,,  -»''e  G.r- 
«■»».■  He  Gennan  did  „T        "'  ™»- 
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rarity  of  his  privilesp  fn,.  i, 

staring  through  the  Ihl      """"  *"°  ''"^^ 

which  tried  its  be^ll?'  ^*  *  ^«^J<J 

«-.wsi.::rsi^^::rrt;^- 

1'°' *":  "^el  «..  German. 
The  German  laughed 

p-Ied7hrsr;"^,t/-^-hati 

mean."  '     '*  *^^*  ^s  ^^^t  you 

^i-Th^d^Zl^rh-^^"^"^^^ 

thoroughly   -wm  .      ^  """'^   *°    "« 

of  DelW     Th.  ^^  "^  ^^^'«  '^^^'^^  out 
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_»» 


"You  inean- 

P«rt,  that  I  may  col^     V!"'  *''  <^«  ^""r 
answered.        ^  "''"^^^^^  doing  mioel"  he 

use'J£:;t2Zi^  °fr  """^'^  ^«  °^  -« 

«eman.    "£et  tZT     '"  "'^  "'" ^'^  ^^^ 

-"Mead  you  and  77"*""""^'-^  I 
spoke  of."  '*  ^*  «"°e  to  what  I 

;;^,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh. 
*^at  then?" 

-^eL^Ztlr^^^^^^ 

resources.    When  evervthZ  •  ""  ""^ 

J  will  striJ^e  hard  IldTsf  '"  '"^  ^^"'^' 
time. "  '^®t  m  my  own  good 
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If  the  cobras  deal  v^S,  1         T     '  ^^'''- 

tuerei     jfou  shall  lead  us  fh^n  +«  +i.- 
».ten.,  aid  ,o„  p„,i«,  „"|  .^^  ^^ 

a.o..  the  ,»dWdY^L  *',■;' .rr 
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obedience.  '        "smini  bowed 

after  it."      *^™'  ""*  ■*»*  «mp  Kion 

'.M°'"*™"'*'«<'SlkI,. 

JMy  secret  information  .'<.  *i.  ^ 
«iri-ents  are  orderTd  ^^^   ^^1  «--^ 
them  wil]  consent +n  „^    "^ersea.     Some  of 

do  well  to  wTltiJ  """^  '''^-  ^^  ^" 
possible  are  on  2  .'"""^  ''^««t«  «« 
hard  With  the  aa^7^'";  ^"'^  *^-  «*»^^e 
to  go."  °*  ""^^  «« l^ave  refused 

open  the  carriage  *''*^  '"^*  *° 
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t^  of  at  Jt  ierit^Vr^^  '°^  "^^ 
to  be.  "ercnaat  he  was  supposed 

"Do  you  mean  that?"  whi«n««.j  -v 
She  ran  into  the  house  and  al]  ti,- 
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way,  and  that  the  way  h«  rf,\i      * 
go.  "I  must  speak  with  that  n      ^*  ''"'*  *"' 
man  who  was  HvT^*™"°  ««""«- 

positiveteZhtwfJ"'""  '^'^""•'* 
^viilbehlasTe/e^S^'.r.r^^:^^^^^^^^ 
-m   Where   a.   co^rJ^Z^t^l 

shoved  into  «  aTv,„ii  ■'^^  was 

Blamed  .hut  „„  hta   ^1  "    ""■  ™ 

•  ■""»««  later  burst  mk,  a  ™.»1T    ' 
«c«o.  at  the  sigM  „,  rX7»'  '"«■  «- 

..^'™'  »°»f  ."  «t»  purred  to  ita 

a. J'-iLtl  I -^OW"  sorted  B.uj.„r 
for  horses. "  i'  «^  to  us  ?    I  have  sent 

GerL""'^"^^'^^^*^*^^*™-'"  said  the 
2H 
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cushions  irritaWy  a^^;  ^  "^"^  ^''^'  "»e 
o^er  a  great  bowl  of  fl  °"'  '°^  ^"°«ki°» 
appear  coLcious  oflf  T"""    ^^  "^'^  »«* 

"P  the  water    At  th?      7^°  ^«°  *°  "'op 

room  he  pushed  ^tiL?th'     "™ '"^"  ^''« 
"otbeenthere.  £2°«  "".^'^'^^^^had 

«g  him,  strokmi;  HI    '  ?"^^  '^^^'^  ^atch- 

make  the  next  moveU  '"'"'  ^""'^ 

for  it.  '^''"°''^««  willing  to  wait 

--uS^t'iidtf.^r  '^"^  -  «  ^ew 
^orheh;ardaTor'C^^-^*-«-hiH 

«in^arhX^?"^*'r^'^«^^-- 

aWsdidwhe;itlu^;^*«*--hashe 

WingGennThowsri       .^"'  ""* 
ing   clear?    Ger»^««     T         '"^^•^  "ean- 

-ong  . ad  la^g^:,;^-^^   ^e   reckoned 

«r.  70U  astonisfiT^R^-T/^'^'MyGod, 

235  '^       e  *°  ^^^«- 


'1  won't 


ot 
of 


THE  WINDS  OP  THE  WOBM 

«ta«rito,ii™"  "■°'"«"8"' 

eyeal"  ^  ^^*^  "7  <^vii 

"Saw  what— where  ?" 

"Where?   Have  I  x,ot  said  where f  My 
^od,  I  am  so  upset  as +n  K»  1    •  ^ 

all  proportion,    mere,   At  o"'  '"""  °' 
of  bu8iness--SigeWn!r.^1t      ™""  ^^^''^ 

«90 
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denomination  Stl  !  "  ""'"'''''  "'  'y^^  ^^e 

"«««-.  and  Spea^nr:/"'"'''"^'^^^ 
capacious  stomach  ""^  "  ^^-^  '^^ 

"Sahib,  whiJe  I  was  »«♦  i.- 

'^eupatdouble-quicll!!^^"^'  P°"«« 
everybodee,  incIudT  ^j^^^^^^  and  arrested 
ing.  There  was  muSf  n  ^""^  '°  ''"^d- 
when  search7d?ofrr"r''"^^^««*«d 

other  sahib.    So  I  LlT^^ ■''''''''''  «^  ^^^ 

«^  veree  poor^Lrand^'trr""^'  ^- 
employment."  """'«"*  salaried 

thistimeCa!e^etr^°°'*°^'^"'  «^ 
plied  With  food  and  wTT''"''°"'«"P- 

Having  once  ^ntil^m"  ^  '""'*'"«««• 
testify M  ^^°  •'^^  °ffi«al  myself,  I  can 

;;What  happened  to  the  office?" 
^oc.edup.s.hiMBigredseaI-mueh 
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ment    with  notice  regarding  penalty  fo 
breaking  same,  and  also  police  sent^ry  a 

.trir^^!  "''''  "°^'  ^  Mohammedai 
street  vender  than  ever,  the  German  begar 

strides,  frowning  as  he  sought  through  the 

oTr;:isr^-----iit?:: 

^ymindr"'"'""^'-    "^  ^- changed 

joorifn;':""^"^"'^'''^"--^^^- 

T,.J7^'  ^'™^°  government  has  been  to 
hage  expense  to  provide  aid  of  the  right 
kind  to  be  ready  at  the  right  minute.    My 

^e f '^'"  ^''"  ^'^'^  ^^^^  *^«  P^'-'^e  are  after 

Ranjoor  Singh  nodded. 
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'Can  you 


get  away  from  here 


"^owntoir;^'.  "'^""-- 

Ranjoor  Singh  nodded  again  fn.], 
very  s„re  of  Ya«mini's  re«o5  "'  "^'^ 

^gam  the  German  h.        !' 
room,  now  with  hT^     ^  f  °  *^  ^^''^  ^^e 
^i<i  folded^"' ^"'1^^^°^  t™.  now 

to^isbreastrdnrSali^.^^- 
he  seemed  on  the  verge  of  It  '^'°  ^' 
determination.   AndtZ  V  '°^  '""■« 

loose  the  flood  of  hi  "^'"^  ^^^^°  *« 

joor  Singh  Whtlr"'^^^^  *^^*  ««"- 
chose;  she  wariL^!'"'"  «^  ^hat  he 
in  the  Si  JXtt';:  ^--«  the  German 
random.  ^  "^  *«  ^^^^^^er  aid  at 

C^ouXhi^erc--^^^- 

Wyoutagarslty:,'"^''^"^ 

whisper  to  TasminiovrLl^'^   ^""'"^ 
she  would  give  tW        ?  '''°'^°^' ^""i 
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m1  V"""'^'  ^^**  ^«^  ^Wch  to  que 
Mohannnedan  uprising.    All  loyal  troop 

Z  uTf  "°'  °^"«  ^"t  ^«%al  men  ar 
left  behxnd.  The  government  J  ^^  Z 
I  am  veree  much  afraid  I" 

Tasmiui    quieted    him,    and    R»r,n- 
8-.h,  pretending  to  be  busfwi^X 

waU  on  he  German.  He  judged  the  "change 
of  tmnd"  had  gone  far  enough.  ^ 

'We  should  lose  time  by  followin<r  r»^ 
regixnent/'hesaidatlast.  '^etZ'nZ 
five  more  regiments  ready  to  mutiny  Z 

th^^l  come  to  me  to  wherever  I  send  f^r 

iong.     His  hand  sought  the  neighborhood 

th«    ..  ^«r'  '"^"  *^«^«  «  moment Cer 
than  the  Sikh  thought  necessary.         ^ 

««-^    «.T  ^^  '^^''''^^'^  ^«  °»"8t  hurry  "  he 

^  will  not  be  taking  chances.    You  must 

bring  a  messenger,  and  he  must  go  for  yot 
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»lil  r  ^  l"""  "^  •«  "  -X  power 
agree  f"  ^  "•     -^o  you 

"Yes,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh. 

man  who  wiU  n.f       ^       ^'^^  tricks-a 
one  second  all  that  has  been  done!" 

-inf oferrtw?'  r^"^^  ^*^"- 

that  aWs  tUd  i  T*  '"^^^  ''  fl°--« 
«he  supp^essel  rl     ^''^    ^  '''"'°^'  ""*^ 

up  and  tl      ""'""^^  ^"""^  ^«  P--g 

"Take  Sita  Ram,"  she  advised. 

-That  fat  bellyful  of  fp„-t  Mr. 
"I  would  rather  take  a  pigr        ' ''''"'^'■ 

advlltJ!  '"'  ""''  *^'^  «^*«  I^-'"  she 

eor^rLt':n:ranTr  ^^^^^ 

snooze,  and  Yasmini  whispered 

oOJ, 


! 
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to  him  something  that  frightened  him  so 

Zt      ''  *"""''  ""'^  '  "^"  "^*" 

explTter^^^^ 

Ya^^Ld'"  ^^  ^^^  ^  ^°"^  widow!"  purred 
"I  will  not  go !"  vowed  the  babu.       , 
Put  him  in  the  cobra  rooml"  she  eom- 

Tey  ^""^  ''''"'  "^'^'  '""''  ''^"''^  *« 
"I  will  go!"  said  Sita  Ram.  "But,  oh, 
^7  God,  a  man  should  receive  pecmuary 
recompense  far  greater  than  legendary  ran- 
som II  shall  not  come  back  alive  1  /know 
J-  siiail  not  come  back  alive  1" 

"Who  cares,  iabujif"  asked  Tasmini. 

of  /T/    "l'^  ^^  ^"^-    "This  is  land 
of  devil-take-hindmost,  and  with  my  big 

stomach  I  am  often  last.   I  am  veree  f^l  of 

h^it.     1.  "  "^  ^^^^^>  oi^t  we  had 

better  have  sufficient  food  with  us  for  tl 
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Yasmini  gave  a  sharp  order,  and  several 
of  her  maids  ran  out  of  the  room.  Ten 
minutes  later  they  returned  with  three 
baskets,  and  gave  one  each  to  the  German 
to  Ranjoor  Singh,  and  to  Sita  Ram.  Sita 
Ram  opened  his  and  peered  in.  The  Ger- 
man opened  his,  looked  pleased,  and  closed 
the  hd  again.  Ranjoor  Singh  accepted  his 
at  Its  face  value,  and  did  not  open  it. 

"May  the  memsahib  never  lack  plenty 
from  which  to  give!"  he  said,  for  there  is 
no  word  for  "Thank  you"  in  all  India. 

"I  will  bless  the  memsahib  at  each 
mouthful  I  "said  Sita  Ram. 

"Truly  a  bellyful  of  blessings!"  laughed 
xasnuni. 

Then  they  all  went  to  the  stair-head  and 
watched  and  listened  through  the  open  door 
while  a  closed  carriage  was  driven  away  in 
a  great  hurry.  Three  maids  and  six  men 
came  up-stairs  one  after  another,  at  in- 
tervals, to  report  the  road  all  clear;  the  first 
carnage  had  not  been  followed,  and  there 
was  nobody  watching;  another  carriage 
waited.  Babu  Sita  Ram  was  sent  down- 
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stairs  to  get  into  the  waiting  carriage  and 
stay  there  on  the  lookout. 

"Now  bring  him  better  clothes!"  said 
3anjoor  Singh. 

But  Yasmini  had  anticipated  that  order. 
"They  are  in  the  carriage,  on  the  seat," 
she  said. 

So  the  German  went  down-stairs  and 
climbed  in  beside  the  babu,  changing  his 
turban  at  once  for  the  better  one  that  he 
found  waiting  in  there. 

"This  performance  is  worth  a  rajah's 
ransom ! ' '  grumbled  babu  Sita  Bam.  ' '  Will 
sahib  not  put  elbow  in  my  belly,  seeing  same 
IS  highly  sensitive  ?" 

But  the  German  laughed  at  him. 
"Love  is  rare,  non-contagious  sickness  I" 
asserted  Sita  Bam  with  conviction. 

At  the  head  of  the  stairs  Banjoor  Singh 
and  Yasmini  stood  looking  into  each  other's 
eyes.  He  looked  into  pools  of  laughter  and 
mystery  that  told  him  nothing  at  all;  she 
saw  a  man's  heart  glowing  in  his  brown 
ones. 

"It  will  be  for  you  now,"  said  Banjoor 
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Singh,  "to  act  with  speed  and  all  discretion. 
I  don't  know  what  we  are  going  to  see, 
although  I  know  it  is  artillery  of  some  sort. 
I  am  sure  he  has  a  plan  for  destroying  every 
trace  of  whatever  it  is,  and  of  himself  and 
me,  if  he  suspects  treachery.    I  know  no 
more.    I  can  only  go  ahead." 
"And  trust  me  I"  said  Yasmini. 
The  Sikh  did  not  answer. 
"And  trust  me  1"  repeated  Yasmini.    "I 
will  save  you  out  of  this,  Ranjoor  Singh 
sahib,  that  we  may  fight  our  quarrel  to  a 
finish  later  on.    What  would  the  world  be 
without    enemies?     You    will    not    find 
artillery!" 

"How  do  you  know?" 
"I  have  known  for  nearly  two  years  what 
you  will  find  there,  my  friend  I  Only  I  have 
not  known  exactly  where  to  find  it.  And  yet 
sometimes  I  have  thought  that  I  have  known 
that,  too!  Go,  Ranjoor  Singh.  You  will  be 
in  danger.  Above  all,  do  not  try  to  force 
that  German's  hand  too  far  until  I  come 
with  aid.  It  is  better  to  talk  than  fight,  so 
long  as  the  enemy  is  strongest!'- 
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"Woman I"  swore  Ranjoor  Singh  so 
savagely  that  she  laughed  straight  into  his 
face.  "If  you  suspect— if  you  can  guess 
where  we  are  going— send  men  to  surround 
the  place  and  watch!" 

"Will  a  tiger  walk  into  a  watched  lair?" 
she  answered.  "Go,  talkerl  Go  and  do 
things  I" 

So,  swearing  and  dissatisfied,  Ranjoor 
Singh  went  down  and  climbed  on  to  the  box 
seat  of  a  two-horse  carriage. 

"Which  way?"  he  asked;  and  the  Ger- 
man growled  an  answer  through  the 
shutters. 

"Now  straight  on!"  said  the  German, 
after  fifteen  minutes.  "Straight  on  out  of 
Delhi!" 

They  were  headed  south,  and  driving 
very  slowly,  for  to  have  driven  fast  would 
have  been  to  draw  attention  to  themselves 
Ranjoor  Singh  scarcely  troubled  to  look 
about  him,  and  Sita  Ram  fell  into  a  doze  in 
spite  of  his  protestations  of  fear.  The  Ger 
man  was  the  only  one  of  the  party  who  was 
at  pains  to  keep  a  lookout,  and  he  was  most 
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exercised  to  know  whether  they  were  being 
f oUowi  d  i  over  and  over  again  he  called 
on  Ranjoor  Singh  to  stop  until  a  follow- 
ing carriage  should  overtake  them  and 
pass  on. 

So  they  were  a  very  long  time  driving 
to  Old  Delhi,  where  the  ruins  of  old  cities 
stand  piled  against  one  another  in  a  tangled 
mass  of  verdure  that  is  hardly  penetrable 
except  where  the  tracks  wind  in  and  out. 
The  shadow  of  the  Kutb  Minar  was  long 
when  they  drove  past  it,  and  it  was  dusk 
when  the  German  shouted  and  Ranjoor 
Singh  turned  the  horses  in  between  two  age- 
old  trees  and  drew  rein  at  a  shattered  temple 
door. 

Some  monkeys  loped  away,  chattering, 
and  about  a  thousand  parakeets  flew  off, 
shrilling  for  another  roost.  But  there  was 
no  other  sign  of  life. 

"Stable  the  horses  in  here  I"  said  the 
German;  and  they  did  so,  Ranjoor  Singh 
dipping  water  out  of  a  rain-pool  and  filling 
a  stone  trough  that  had  once  done  duty  as 
receptacle  for  gifts  for  a  long-forgotten  god. 
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Then  they  pushed  the  carriage  under  a 
tangle  of  hanging  branches. 

"Look  about  you  I"  advised  the  German, 
as  he  emptied  food  for  the  horses  on  the 
temple  floor;  and  oabu  Sita  Ram  made  very 
careful  note  of  the  temple  bearings,  while 
Ranjoor  Singh  and  the  German  blocked  the 
old  doorway  with  whatever  they  could  find 
to  keep  night-prowlers  outside  and  the 
hortefi  iii. 

Then  the  German  led  the  way  into  the 
dark,  swinging  a  lantern  that  he  had  un- 
earthed from  some  recess.  Babu  Sita  Ram 
walked  second,  complaining  audibly  and 
shuddering  at  every  shadow.  Last  came 
Ranjoor  Singh,  grim,  silent.  And  the  rain 
beat  down  on  aU  three  of  them  until  they 
were  drenched  and  numb,  and  their  feet 
squelched  in  mud  at  every  step. 

For  all  the  darkness,  Ranjoor  Singh 
made  note  of  the  fact  that  they  were  follow- 
ing a  wagon  track,  into  which  the  wheels 
of  a  native  cart  had  sunk  deep  times  with- 
out number.  Only  native  ox-carts  leave  a 
track  like  that. 
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It  must  have  been  nine  o'clock,  and  the 
babu  was  giving  signs  of  nearly  complete 
exhaustion,  when  they  passed  beyond  a  ring 
of  trees  into  a  clearing.  They  stood  at  the 
edge  of  the  clearing  in  a  shadow  for  about 
ten  minutes,  while  the  German  watched 
catwise  for  signs  of  life. 

"It  is  now,"  he  said,  tapping  Ranjoor 
Singh's  chest,  "that  you  begin  to  be  at  my 
mercy.  I  assure  you  that  the  least  dis- 
obedience on  your  part  will  mean  your 
instant  death!" 

"Lead  on  I"  growled  Ranjoor  Singh. 
"Do  you  recognize  the  place!" 
Ranjoor  Singh  peered  through  the  rain 
in  every  direction.    At  each  comer  of  the 
clearing,  north,  south,  east  and  west,  he 
could  dimly  see  some  sort  of  ruined  arch, 
and  there  was  another  ruin  in  the  center. 
"No,"  he  said. 

"This  is  the  oldest  temple  ruin  any- 
where near  Delhi.  On  some  inscriptions  it 
is  called  'Temple  of  the  Pour  Winds,'  but 
the  old  Hindu  who  lived  in  it  before  we 
bribed  him  to  go  away  called  it  the  'Winds 
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World^;!'  ?^t^— 'Winds  of  the 

oZf  rV  1  ^^  "'  *^«  German  War 
Office.    I  think  it  is  really  of  Greek  «Hal„ 

tex  -books  all  say  that  I  am  wrong." 

My  God,  gentlemen!"  said  Sita  Ram. 
That  place  ^s  wet-weather  refuge  for  mZ 
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miJJion  cobras,  If  I  ^^st  die,  I  will  prefer 
to  pensh  ,n  rain,  where  wife  and  family  may 

find  me  for  proper  funeral  rites.    I  wUl  not 
go  m  there!"  ^^  wm  noi 

But  the  Qei-man  raised  the  trap-door 
and  Ranjoor  Singh  took  the  unhapprbabu 
by  the  scruff  of  his  fat  neck. 

"In  with  you!"  he  ordered. 

And    chattering  as  if  his  teeth  were 
castanets,    the   babu   trod   gingerly   iZ 
damp  stone  steps  whoee  center  had  be^ 
worn  into  ruts  by  countless  feet.    The  Qer 
man  came  last  and  let  the  trap  slam  shut. 

My  God!"  yelled  the  babu.    -Let  me 
go  I   I  am  family  man  I" 

in."tr~'f' '""^^'^  *^^  ««™«"'  lead- 

ng  the  way  toward  a  teak  door  se    in  a 

stone  wall.  * 

th„r^'^  "".""!  ^  ^°  ^""°*  t^'^PJe  vault 
Jrom  Tr;M"  ^'"'  «^^aculously  escaped 
tCl  r  '^^^t^^^ti^^  tl'at  had  ovemhelmed 
the  whole  upper  part.  Not  a  stone  of  it  was 
out  of  place  It  was  wind  and  water-tight, 
and  the  vaulted  roof,  that  above  was  noth- 
ing better  than  a  mound  of  debris,  from  be- 
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low  looked  nearl J  as  perfect  as  when  the 
stones  had  first  been  fitted  into  place. 

the  tei^™^  ^T""''^  "  ^"°S  ^«^'  opened 
tte  teak  door,  and  stood  aside  to  let  them 

"No,  nol"  shuddered  Sita  Ram:  but 
Banjoor  Singh  pushed  him  through-  the 

SuTTth  t'^t'  ^"'^  *^«  ^-'  «'™d 
shut  as  the  trap  had  done. 

^ga.       What  are  those?" 

The  light  from  the  solitary  lantern  fell 
on  rows  and  rows  of  bales,  arLged Tnea 
straight  lines,  until  away  in  tke'^ZTu 
suggested  endless  other  shadowy  baL 
whose  outlines  could  be  little  Ze  thS 
jessed  at.  They  were  in  a  vault  s  hu^ 
that  Ranjoor  Singh  made  no  attempt  S 
estimate  its  size.  ^ 

closer  ^'Z  "^'^  ^'  ^«"°^'  malting 
close  to  something  on  a  wooden  stand,  and 

he  held  the  light  above  it.    "In  the  offii! 

there  is  a  wireless  apparatus  veiy  much  like 
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^.  -niis,  that  you  see  here,  is  a  detonator. 
Tlus  IS  fuhmuate  of  mercury.  This  is  dyna- 
mite. With  a  touch  of  a  certain  key  in  Delhi 
we  conld  have  blown  up  this  vault  at  any 
inmute  of  the  past  two  years,  if  we  had 
thought  It  necessary  to  hide  our  tracks  A 
shot  from  this  pistol  would  have  much  the 
same  effect,"  he  added  darkly. 

''But  the  bales?"  asked  Ranjoor  Singh. 
"What  is  in  the  bales?" 

"Dynamite  bombs,  my  friend!  Tou 
native  soldiers  have  no  artillery,  and  we 
have  seen  from  the  first  the  necessity  of 
supplying  a  substitute.  By  making  full  use 
of  the  element  of  surprise,  these  bombs 
should  serve  your  purpose.  There  are  one 
nuUion  of  them,  packed  two  hundred  in  a 
bal^much  more  useful  than  artillery  in 
the  hand?  of  untrained  men  I 

"Those  look  like  bales  of  blankets.  They 
are  Cotton  blankets  from  Munchen-Glad- 
bacL  Only,  the  middle  blankets  have  been 
omitted,  and  the  outer  ones  have  served  as 
a  cushion  to  prevent  accidental  discharge. 
■Ihey  have  been  imported  in  smaU  lots  at  a 
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time,  and  brought  here  four  or  five  at  a  time 
m  ox-carts  from  one  or  other  of  the  Delhi 
railway  stations  by  men  who  are  no  longer 
m  tins  part  of  India-men  who  have  been 
pensioned  off," 

"How  did  you  get  them  through  the 
Customs?"  wondered  Banjoor  Singlu 

hole?"  the  German  asked.  "They  were 
liZ  r^i  consignments,  obviously  of 
blankets  The  duty  was  paid  without  de- 
mur, and  the  price  paid  the  Oustoms  men 
was   worth  their   while.   That  part   was 

CflSy  I 

"Of  what  size  are  the  bombs?"  asked 
Ranjcor  Singh. 

"About  the  size  of  an  orange.  Come,  I 'U 
show  you." 

He  led  him  to  an  opened  bale,  and 
^owed  him  two  hundred  of  tV^.  nestling 
uke  the  eggs  of  some  big  bird. 

"My  God!"  moaned  Sita  Ram.    "Are 
those  dynamite?    Sahibs-snakes  are  bet- 
ter    Snakes  can  feel  afraid,  but  those- 
owl    Let  me  go  awayl" 
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"Let  him  go,"  said  the  German.    "Let 
him  take  his  message." 

andiS'a*^'"'"  "'^'''^  ^^'^o-   Singh; 
and  the  Gennan  walked  to  the  door  to  let  hini 

1^' What  is  your  message  ?"  ^e  asked. 

withauS'r°'.f''*'''^^^^^«^t«"«h 
with  all  of  them,"  said  Sita  Ram.    "Krst 

I  will  go  to  Yasmini.    Then  sh^  ^ii 
^eretosaytheregiments^a^strtTi^Z: 

German       Go  on,  run!    And  don't  forget 

her  '?he  W  r".  1'*  ^  ^''^  ^  ^"  *«" 
her  The  Wmds  of  the  World,'  and  she  will 
come  straight."  °"c  wm 

^''How?    How  wiU  she  know?" 

"The  priest  who  used  to  be  here— wTm™ 

you  bribed  to  go  away-he  is  her  S^t  " 

keeper  now!"  said  Sita  Ram.  "Yes  she  v^l 

come  veree  quickly  I"  '  ' 

The  German  let  him  out  with  an  air 
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mixed  of  surprise  and  disbelief,  and  returned 
to  Banjoor  Singh  with  far  less  iron  in  his 
stnde,  though  with  no  less  determination. 

Now  we  shall  seel"  he  said,  drawing 
anautomatic  pistol  and  cocking  it  carefully 
Ihis  IS  not  meant  as  a  personal  threat  to 
70U,  so  long  as  we  two  are  in  here  alone! 
it  8  m  case  of  trickery  from  outside.  I  shall 
blow  this  place  sky-high  if  anything  goes 
^ong.  If  the  regiments  come,  good!  You 
shall  have  the  bombs.  If  they  don't  come,  or 
If  there's  a  trick  played-click!  Good-byl 
We  11  argue  the  rest  in  Heaven  I" 

"Very  well,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh;  and, 
to  show  how  little  he  felt  concerned,  he  drew 
his  basket  to  him  and  began  to  eat. 

The  German  followed  suit.  Then  Ban- 
joor Singh  took  most  of  his  wet  clothes  off 

and  spread  them  upon  the  bales  to  dry.   The 
German  imitated  that  too. 

"Go  to  sleep  if  you  care  to,"  said  the 

Gennan.    "I  shaU  stadd  watch,"  he  added, 
with  a  dry  laugh. 

But  if  a  Sikh  soldier  can  not  manage 
without  sleep,  there  is  nobody  on  earth  who 
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can.  Banjoor  Singh  sat  back  against  a  bale, 
and  the  watch  resolved  itself  into  a  contest 
erf  endurance,  with  the  end  by  no  means  in 

''How  long  should  it  take  that  man  to 
reach  her?"  asked  the  German 
"Who  knows?"  the  Sikh  answered. 
-Perhaps  three  hours,  perhaps  a  week  I  She 
IS  never  still,  and  there  are  those  five  regi- 
ments to  hold  in  readiness." 

"She  is  a  wonderful  woman,"  said  the 
German, 

Ranjoor  Singh  grunted. 

"How  is  it  that  she  has  known  of  this 
place  all  this  time,  and  yet  has  never  tried 
to  meddle  with  us?" 

"I,  too,  am  anxious  to  know  that  I"  said 
Ranjoor  Singh. 

"You  are  surly,  my  friend!  You  do  not 
Tt^lT''    ^-*^^«^t  as  an  insult? 

"I  am  thinking  of  those  regiments,  and 
of  these^enades,  and  of  what  I  mean  to 
do,    said  Ranjoor  Singh. 

"Let  us  talk  it  over." 
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"No." 

"Please  yourself  I" 

they  were  dry  yet,  but  the  Geman  had 

b'lr  ^r-  "'  """^^^^"^  «anjooTsiugh' 
better  physique  with  his  own.    He  put  his 

fe^f  '•'""^^'^  «»«  f«^  the  sake  of  rin- 

"What  rank  do  you  hoTH  i«  ^„ 

at  home?"  asked  T?„«?       o       ^''"''  *™^ 
c«     asKed  Banjoor  Singh,  after  an 
ahnost  endless  interral. 

"If  I  told  you  that,  my  friend,  you  would 
be  surprised."  wouia 

"I  think  not,"  said  Ranjoor  Singh     "T 
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think  you  are  an  officer  who  was  dismissed 
from  the  service." 

"What  makes  you  think  so?" 
"I  am  sure  of  it  I" 
"What  makes  you  sure?" 
"You  are  too  weU  educated  for  a  non- 
commissioned officer.    If  you  had  not  been 
dismissed  from  the  service  you  would  be  on 
the  fighting  strength,  or  else  in  the  reserve 
and  ready  for  the  front  in  Europe.    And 
what  army  keeps  spies  of  your  type  on  its 
strength  ?    Am  I  right  ? ' ' 

But  then  came  Tasmini,  carrying  her 
food-basket  as  the  rest  had  done.  She 
knocked  at  the  outer  trap-door,  and  the  Ger- 
man ran  to  peep  through  a  hidden  window 
at  her.  Then  he  went  up  a  partly  ruined 
stair  and  looked  all  around  the  clearing 
through  gaps  in  the  debris  overhead  that  had 
been  glazed  for  protection's  sake.  Then  he 
admitted  her. 

She  ran  in  past  him,  ran  past  him  again 
when  he  opened  the  second  door,  and  laughed 
at  Eanjoor  Singh.    She  seemed  jubilant  and 
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'I  will  dance  for  voii  f"  oi,-. 
denly.  ^°"'     «^e  said  sud- 

She  arose  and  producpfJ  «  mm      •    , 

bell-mouthed  wooden  thiTKT     viT^  ® 

Scots  bagpipes  ^'  ""^^  *  ^°"«  ^^ 

"Out  of  the  way,  Ranjoor  Singhl"  she 
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ordered.  "Sit  yonder.  I  will  dance  between 
you,  80  that  the  Gemuin  sahib  may  watch 
both  of  us  at  once!" 

So  Ranjoor  Singh  went  back  twenty  feet 
away,  wondering  at  her  mood  and  wondering 
even  more  what  trick  she  meant  to  play.   He 
had  reached  the  conclusion,  very  reluctantly, 
that  presently  the  Oennan  would  fire  that 
pistol  of  his  and  end  the  careers  of  all  three 
of  them ;  so  he  was  thinking  of  the  squadron 
on  its  way  to  France.  In  a  way  he  was  sorry 
for  Yasmini;  but  it  was  the  squadron  and 
Colonel  Kirby  that  drew  his  heart-strings. 
Swaying  to  and  fro,  from  the  waist  up- 
ward, Yasmini  began  to  play  her  little  in- 
strument.  The  echoing  vault  became  a  solid 
sea  of  throbbing  noise,  and  as  she  played  she 
increased  her  speed  of  movement,  until  the 
German  sat  and  gaped.     He  had  seen  her 
dance  on  many  more  than  one  occasion.    So 
had  Ranjoor  Singh.    Never  had  either  of 
them,  or  any  living  man,  seen  Yasmini  dance 
as  she  did  that  night. 

She  was  a  storm.    Her  instrument  was 
but  an  added  touch  of  artistry  to  heighten 
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the  suggestion.     Prom  a  slow,  rhythmic 
swing  ahe  went  by  gusts  and  fits  and  starts 
to  the  wildest,  utterly  abandoned  fury  of  a 
hurricane,  sweeping  a  wide  circle  with  her 
gauzy  dress;  and  at  the  height  of  each  ele- 
mental climax,  in  mid-whirl  of  some  new 
amazing  figure,  she  would  set  her  instru- 
ment to  screaming,  until  the  German  shouted 
Bravo  I"  and  Ranjoor  Singh  nodded  grave 
approval. 

"Kreuz  blitzen!"  swore   the   German 
suddenly,  leaping  to  his  feet  and  staggering. 

And  Tasmini  pounced  on  him.  Ranjoor 
Singh  could  not  see  what  had  happened,  but 
he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  ran  toward  them. 
But  before  he  could  reach  them  Yasmini 
had  snatched  the  German's  pistol  and  tossed 
It  to  him,  standing  back  from  the  writhing 
German,  panting,  with  blazing  eyes,  and 

looking  too  lovely  to  be  human.    She  did  not 
speak.    She  looked. 

And  Ranjoor  Singh  looked  too.  Under 
the  writhing  German,  and  back  again  over 
him,  there  crawled  a  six-foot  hooded  cobra, 

seeming  to  caress  the  carcass  of  his  prey. 
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"He  will  be  dead  in  five— ten  minutea," 
said  Yaamini,  "and  then  I  will  catch  my 
snake  again  I  If  you  want  to  ask  him  que»- 
tions  you  had  better  hurry  I" 

Then  Ranjoor  Singh  recalled  the  offices 
that  men  had  done  for  him  when  he  was 
wounded.  He  asked  the  Oennan  if  he  might 
send  messages,  and  to  whom.  But  the  dying 
man  seemed  to  be  speechless,  and  only 
writhed.  It  was  nearly  a  minute  before 
Ranjoor  Singh  divined  his  purpose,  and 
pounced  on  the  hand  that  lay  underneath 
him.  He  wrenched  away  another  pistol 
only  just  in  time.  The  snake  crawled  away, 
and  Yasmini  coaxed  it  slowly  back  into  its 
basket. 

"Now,"  she  said,  "'when  he  is  dead  we 
will  drive  back  to  Delhi  and  amuse  our- 
selves I  You  shall  run  away  to  fight  men  you 
never  quarreled  with,  and  I  will  govern 
India  I    Is  that  not  so?" 

Ranjoor  Singh  did  not  answer  her.    He 

kept  trying  again  and  again  to  get  some 

message  from  the  German  to  send  perhaps 

to  a  friend  in  Germany.    But  the  man  died 
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speechless,  and  Ranjoor  Singh  could  find 
no  scrap  of  paper  on  him  or  no  mark  that 
would  give  any  clue  to  his  identity. 

"Come I"  said  Yasmini.  "Lock  the  door 
onhmi.  We  will  tell  the  general  sahib,  and 
tte  general  sahib  will  send  some  one  to  bury 
him.   Cornel" 

"Not  yet, "  said  Ranjoor  Singh.  "  Speak, 
men  did  you  first  know  that  these  Germans 
Had  taken  this  vault  to  use!" 

u   r^T  *^"°  ^"^  ^^^™  ^So,"  she  boasted, 
when  the  old  priest,  that  was  no  priest  at 
ail,  came  to  me  to  be  doorkeeper." 

"And  when  did  you  know  that  they  were 
storing  dynamite  in  here!" 

"I  did  not  know." 

"Then,  blankets?" 

"Bahl  Two  years  ago,  when  a  Customs 
clerk  with  too  much  money  began  to  make 
love  to  a  maid  of  mine." 

"Then  why  did  you  not  warn  the  govern- 
ment at  once,  and  so  save  all  this  trouble?" 

"Buffalo  I    Much  fun  that  would  have 
beeni   Ranjoor  Singh,  thy  Jat  imagination 
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does  thee  justice.  Come,  come  and  chase 
that  regiment  of  thine,  and  spill  those  stupid 
brains  in  Prance  1  Lock  the  door  and  come 
away  I" 


Brother,  a  favor  I  eame  to  crave. 

Oh.  viore  than  brother,  oh,  more  than  friend! 
Spare  me  a  half  o'  thy  soldier  grave. 

That  I  sleep  with  thee  at  the  end! 
Spur  to  spur,  and  knee  to  knee. 
Brother.  I'U  ride  to  death  with  thee! 


CHAPTER  XIV 

THE  crew  of  the  Messageries  Maritimes 
steamship  Due  d'Orlems  will  teU  of  a 
taU  Sikh  officer,  with  many  medals  on  his 
breast,  who  boarded  their  ship  in  Bombay 
with  letters  to  the  captain  from  a  British 
officer  of  such  high  rank  as  to  procure  him 
instant  accession  to  his  request.     Bound 
homeward  from  Singapore,  the  Bue  d'Or- 
lems had  put  into  Bombay  for  coal,  sup- 
plies and  orders.    She  left  with  orders  for 
Marseilles,  and  on  board  her  there  went  this 
same  Sikh  officer,  who,  it  seemed,  had  missed 
the  transport  on  which  his  regiment  had 
sailed. 

He  had  with  him  a  huge,  ill-mannered 
charger,  and  one  Sikh  trooper  by  way  of 
servant.  The  charger  tried  to  eat  all  that 
came  near  him,  including  his  horse-box,  the 
ship's  crew,  and  enough  hay  for  at  least  two 
ordinary  horses.  But  Ranjoor  Singh,  who 
said  very  Uttle  to  anybody  about  anything 
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had  a  certain  way  with  him,  and  men  put  up 
with  the  charger's  delinquencies  for  its 
owner's  sake. 

When  they  reached  the  Red  Sea,  and  the 
ship  rolled  less,  Ranjoor  Singh  and  his 
trooper  went  to  most  extraordinary  lengths 
to  keep  the  charger  in  condition.  They  took 
him  out  of  his  box  and  walked  him  around 
the  decks  for  hours  at  a  time,  taking  turr.s 
at  it  until  officer,  trooper  and  horse  were 
tired  out. 

They  did  the  same  all  down  the  Mediter- 
ranean. And  when  they  landed  at  Marseilles 
the  horse  was  fit,  as  he  proved  to  his  own 
brute  satisfaction  by  trying  to  kick  the  life 
out  of  a  gendarme  on  the  quay. 

Another  letter  from  somebody  very .  high 
in  authority  to  a  French  general  officer  in 
Marseilles  procured  the  instant  supply  of  a 
horse  for  the  Sikh  trooper  and  two  passes 
on  a  northbound  train.  The  evening  of  their 
landing  saw  them  on  their  way  to  the  front, 
Ranjoor  Singh  in  a  first-class  compartment, 
and  his  man  in  the  horse-box.  Neither  knew 
any  French  to  speak  of,  but  the  French  were 
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very  kind  to  these  dark-skinned  gentlemen 
who  were  m  so  much  hurry  to  help  them  win 
tne  war. 

It  was  dark-nearly  pitch-dark  at  the 
journey's  end.  The  moon  shone  now  and 
then  trough  banks  of  black  clouds,  and 
showed  long  lines  of  poplar  trees.  Beyond 
m  the  distance,  there  was  a  zone  in  which 
^eat  flashes  leaped  and  died-great  savage 
streaks  of  fire  of  many  colors-and  a 
thundering  that  did  not  cease  at  all 

Along  the  road  that  ran  between  the 
poplars  two  men  sent  their  horses  at  a  rous- 
ing clip,  though  not  so  fast  as  to  tax  them 
to  the  utmost.  The  man  in  front  rode  a 
brute  that  lacked  little  of  seventeen  hands 
and  that  fought  for  the  bit  as  if  he  would 
like  to  eat  the  far  horizon. 

^  In  the  very,  very  dark  zone,  on  the  near 
Slue  of  where  the  splashes  of  red  fire  fell 
Jingling  bits  and  a  kick  now  and  then  pro- 
c  aimed  the  presence  of  a  regiment  of  cav- 
alry. Nothing  else  betrayed  them  until  one 
was  near  enough  to  see  the  whites  of  men's 
eyes  m  the  dark,  for  they  were  native  Indian 
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cavalry,  who  know  the  last  master-touches 
of  the  art  of  being  still. 

Between  them  and  the  very,  very  dark 
zone— which  was  what  the  Frenchmen  call 
a  forest,  aiid  some  other  nations  call  a  stand 
of  timber— a  little  group  of  officers  sat  talk- 
ing in  low  tones,  eight  Englishmen  and  the 
others  Sikhs. 

"They  say  they're  working  round  the 
edge-say  they  can't  hold  'em.     It  looks 
very  much  as  if  we're  going  to  get  our 
chance  to-night.     When  a  red  Ught  flashes 
three  times  at  this  near  comer  of  the  woods, 
we're  to  ride  into  'em  in  line— itil  mean' 
that  our  chaps  are  falling  back  in  a  hurry, 
leaving  lots  of  room  between  'em  and  the 
wood  for  us  to  ride  through.    Better  join 
your  men,  you  fellows  I    Oh,  lord  I    What 
wouldn't  Ranjoor  Singh  have  given  to  be 
herel  What's  that!" 

There  came  a  challenge  from  the  rear. 
Two  horsemen  cantere  I  up. 

"Who  are  you?   What  d 'you  want?" 
"Sahib I    Colonel  Kirby  sahib!" 
"What  is  it ?  Hallo— there  are  the  three 
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^ts-no,  two  lights-that's  'Get  readyl' 
Who  are  you?   Why-Ranjoor  Singh  I" 

"Salaam,  sahib!" 

"Shake  hands.  By  gad-I'm  gladi 
Fmd  your  squadron,  Ranjoor  Singh— find 
it  at  once,  man— you're  just  in  time.  Th'^re 
go  the  three  lights  I  Outram's  0wn!-4n  line 
of  squadron  columns  to  the  right— Trot 
March!   Bight!"  ' 

Ranjoor  Singh  had  kept  the  word  of 
babu  Sita  Ram,  and  had  managed  to  be  with 
them  when  the  first  blood  ran. 


THE  END. 


